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Amber  Davis 

Lone  Rock  Elementary 
Stevensville  -  Grade  3 

Orange  is  Alive! 

Orange  is  alive!  She  likes  to  go  trick  or  treating 
dressed  up  as  Mariah  -  that's  what  she  wants  to  be 
when  she  grows  up.  She  lives  under  the  ocean 
and  eats  pelicans  on  Thanksgiving.  Her  best  friend 
is  the  Loch  Ness  monster.  Orange  is  afraid 
of  nothing,  but  DEATH!  She  never  wants  to  die. 
She  loves  the  smell  of  fresh  baked  seaweed 
straight  from  the  stone  oven.  Orange  has  wings 
to  fly  upon.  They  are  very  wet  when  she  climbs  out 
of  the  ocean. 


Savanna  Barrett 

Helena  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 


Shari  Griffith 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12 

"Give  me  your  heart,"  the  teacher  said. 
"Write  what  you  know." 
That  was  the  assignment 
I  know 

my  little  cousin  Emily  is  nine  years  old 
and  dying  of  leukemia  in  Arizona 
I  know 

my  sister  cries  every  night,  alone  in  her  bed 

while  her  husband  drinks  with  his  buddies, 

sings  to  strange  women  on  street  corners  at  two  in  the 

morning. 

Sometimes  she  comes  back  home  and  sleeps  in  her 
old  bed  next  to  mine 

She  pushes  the  pillow  against  her  face,  but  I  still 

hear. 

I  know 

how  my  grandma  looked  the  moment  she  died 


her  face  as  white  as  the  sheet  she  was  lying  on 

and  the  way  my  uncle,  her  youngest 

with  his  glasses  slipping  down  his  nose 

reached  for  her  with  a  trembling  hand,  a  little  boy 

again 

It  hovered  there,  uncertain 

before  caressing  her  face,  once,  and  falling  back  to 
his  side. 

I  sit  with  my  notebook,  ready  to  give  my  heart, 

write  these  things  I  know 

but  instead  I  write  a  poem  about 

summertime,  the  lilacs  outside  my  window  in  June, 

iced  tea  on  the  porch  at  sunset 

with  just  the  right  amount  of  imagery  and  adjectives. 

The  teacher  hands  it  back,  with  comments  - 

"These  things  must  be  very  important  to  you." 


Jessie  Luther 

Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  8 

The  Ranch 

Where  the  dew  from  the  grass  glitters 

in  the  morning  sunlight. 

Like  the  ocean,  the  hills  seem  to  roll  on  - 

endlessly. 

Pondering  what  to  do  next,  the  cows  nonchalantly 

wander  to  the  next  meadow. 

The  water  rumbles,  pounding 

out  a  constant  rhythm. 

Off  to  the  West  the  sky  blushes  as  the 

brilliant  pinks  of  the  sunset  paint. 

Soft  silhouettes  of  horses  loom  in  the  pasture  at  dusk  - 

waiting  for  nightfall,  so  they  can  go  back  to  the  barn. 

When  the  pale  yellow  moon  is  out, 

the  desperate  cry  of  the  coyotes  pierces  the  still  night  air. 


Erika  Barnhart 

Powder  River  County  High  School 
Broadus  -  Grade  10 


Natalie  Neumann 

Southview  School 
Vida  -  Grade  4 

Nightingale 

Nightingale,  Nightingale  sing  your  lovely  song. 
Nightingale,  Nightingale  don't  take  too  long. 
Nightingale,  Nightingale  you  sing  your  song  at  night. 
Nightingale,  Nightingale  you  make  the  world  so  bright. 

Nightingale,  Nightingale  you  fill  my  heart  with  ease, 
Nightingale,  Nightingale  for  every  soul  you  please. 
Nightingale,  Nightingale  you  sing  as  beautiful  as  a  stream. 
Nightingale,  Nightingale  you  make  the  world  a  dream. 


Margaret  Owen 

Willson  Science  and  Technology  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  3 


A  Snowf  lake  That  Can  Dance 


A  snowflake  is  a  dancer 
dancing  through  the  air. 
Tights  and  a  tutu, 
a  crown  in  her  hair. 

I  watch  her  dance  and  dance 
'til  she  drifts  me  off  to  sleep. 
My  last  sight  of  her 
is  when  she  falls  in  a  heap. 


Saige  Novich 

Twin  Bridges  School 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  K 


Lynn  M.  Sillars 

Monforton  School 
Bozeman  ■  Grade  6 


The  snow  is  so  peaceful 

As  it  falls  slowly  to  ground 

In  small  delicate  circles  of  lace. 

Falling  on  the  tip  of  my  nose. 

Melting  slowly 

Creating  a  drop  of  water. 

Freezing  into  another  snowflake, 

But  not  as  beautiful  as  the  first. 

The  snow  falls  around  me 

In  thick  comforting  sheets  of  safety. 

The  snow  brings  winter, 


And  winter  brings  coldness 

But  I  don't  mind 

In  a  way  it  is... 

Never  mind,  it  is  time  to  go 

To  do  all  the  things  I  do  in  winter 

The  things  that  make  me  happy. 

The  things  that  I  do  best 

The  way  that  I  can  be, 

Be  Me. 


Terra  DeMott 

C.S.  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  6 

Family 

My  lungs  gag  at  the  smell  of  mom's 

cigarette  smoke.  Yellow 

sun  is  far  from  Mother  Earth 

and  Brother  Moon.  That  is  me, 

the  bright  sun  shimmering 

the  day  away.  Brother  Moon's  heart, 

black  as  coal,  Sister  Mars  red  as  a  cherry, 

warm,  soft,  as  loving  and  caring. 


Rachel  Brandt 

Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  8 

Solitude 


I  seek  solitude  in  the  open  meadow 
With  the  pure  scent 
After  the  rain. 

The  red  of  a  mother's  tender  lips  outline 
The  orange  of  the  sun's  warm  embrace. 
The  green  of  the  newborn  meadow  cries  out  to 
The  blue  sky  for  its  love. 
The  gray  indigo  of  loneliness  clouds 
The  violet  of  a  child's  eyes  that 
Illuminate  the  sky. 
The  rainbow 
Gently  drapes 
As  I  try  to  touch  it 
From  the  place  where  I  am  sitting. 

The  wind  whispers 
Through  the  field 
As  the  daisies, 
Daffodils  and  violets 
Of  the  warm  spring  reply. 


Spencer  Thomas  ( 

Bigfork  Elementary  [/ 
Bigfork  -  Grade  3 


Once  there  lived  a  T-Rex  and  he  sneezed  so  loud  that  it  shook  the  ground.  And  all  the  other  T-Rexes  made  fun 
of  him,  because  he  sneezed  too  loud.  And  it  made  him  mad!  When  he  was  hunting  with  the  others,  he  would 
sneeze  and  it  scared  away  all  the  dinosaurs.  And  then  they  had  to  find  them  again.  And  it  took  a  long  time  till 
they  could  eat  and  they  always  blamed  it  on  him.  And  one  day  there  was  a  contest  for  T-Rexes  to  see  who 
could  catch  the  most  dinosaurs,  and  he  wanted  to  go  but  he  remembered  his  sneeze.  But  he  said  to  himself 
that  he  would  try  to  keep  himself  from  sneezing.  And  then  he  tried  and  he  won  and  the  prize  was  to  become 
the  king  of  the  T-Rexes.  And  just  then  he  sneezed. 


Gina  Byrnes  •  Helena  Middle  School  •  Helena  ■  Grade  6 


Emilee  Ashley  Malvehy 

Grantsdale  Elemetary 
Hamilton  -  Grade  2 


Geanie,  the  Giraffe 


Geanie  had  a  big  problem.  She  was  a  giraffe  and  her  neck  was  too  short.  Whenever  she  saw  one  of  her 
friends  they  would  laugh  at  her  and  call  her  "Short  neck." 

Geanie  was  sad  because  none  of  her  friends  had  short  necks.  They  could  reach  all  the  way  to  the  top  of 
the  trees  and  eat  all  of  the  leaves  they  wanted.  But  Geanie  could  only  reach  to  the  top  of  the  tree  trunk.  She 
had  to  wait  for  a  strong  wind  to  blow  the  leaves  off  the  trees  before  she  could  eat.  One  day  Geanie  could  not 
find  one  single  leaf  on  the  ground.  It  was  very  hot  and  there  wasn't  a  breeze  anywhere. 

Suddenly  a  monkey  jumped  out  of  a  tree  and  started  laughing,  "Hee  Hee  Hee,"  when  he  saw  the  giraffe 
with  the  short  neck. 

Geanie  told  the  monkey  about  all  the  sadness  she  had  been  through.  She  even  told  him  how  she  couldn't 
reach  the  top  of  the  trees. 

The  monkey  stopped  laughing.  He  said  to  the  giraffe,  "I  am  sorry  I  laughed  at  you." 

Geanie  asked,  "What  is  your  name?" 

The  monkey  said,  "My  name  is  Monkey  Mack." 

Geanie  giggled.  "That's  a  funny  name." 

The  monkey  said,  "That  was  my  father's  name." 

"My  name  is  Geanie." 

Monkey  Mack  asked,  "Why  is  your  neck  so  short?" 

"I  don't  know  why.  I  was  just  born  that  way,"  said  Geanie.  "It's  not  fair  that  I  am  the  only  one  with  a 
short  neck." 

"Don't  feel  sad,"  said  Monkey  Mack.  "Since  you  are  the  only  giraffe  in  the  whole  wide  world  with  a 
short  neck,  that  makes  you  special."Just  then  the  monkey  climbed  quickly  up  the  tree.  He  started  shaking  the 
branches  real  hard.  Lots  and  lots  of  golden  brown  leaves  floated  to  the  ground. 

"Thank  you,  thank  you,"  shouted  Geanie.  "You  have  been  very  helpful."  Geanie  was  so  hungry  she  ate 
twenty  leaves. 

Just  as  Geanie  had  finished  her  last  leaf,  a  strong  wind  came.  Thunder  and  lightning  crashed  and  boomed 
all  around  them.  Monkey  Mack  was  so  scared  he  slid  down  the  tree  trunk.  He  was  shivering  with  fright. 
Geanie  started  to  run  through  the  woods.  She  didn't  have  to  duck  for  any  branches  because  of  her  short  neck. 
Monkey  Mack  followed  close  behind  her.  They  ran  and  ran  until  they  came  to  a  cave.  Outside  the  cave  a 
giraffe  was  crying. 

"Why  are  you  crying?"  Geanie  asked  the  giraffe. 

"My  baby  is  lost  in  the  cave  and  I  can't  get  to  her,"  cried  the  giraffe."  I  am  too  tall  to  crawl  inside." 
"My  neck  isn't  too  long,"  said  Geanie.  "I  will  go  and  get  her." 

And  so  she  did.  Geanie  ran  into  the  cave.  It  was  dark  and  cold  and  scary  inside.  There  were  spider  webs 
everywhere.  Geanie  went  all  the  way  to  the  end  of  the  cave.  Finally  she  found  the  baby  giraffe  in  a  corner. 
The  baby  was  crying. 

Geanie  helped  the  baby  giraffe  find  her  way  out  of  the  cave.  The  mother  giraffe  was  so  happy  to  see  her 
baby.  She  thanked  Geanie  over  and  over  again. 

"See  Geanie,"  said  Monkey  Mack,  "sometimes  it  is  a  good  thing  to  have  a  short  neck." 
Geanie  smiled  and  nodded  her  head. 

When  all  of  Geanie's  friends  heard  about  how  she  had  saved  the  baby  giraffe,  they  did  not  laugh  at  her 
any  more.  They  said  they  were  sorry  they  had  laughed  at  her  just  because  her  neck  was  short. 
"Well,  Geanie,  now  you  know  that  it  is  okay  to  be  different,"  said  Monkey  Mack. 


Katy  Pel  left 

C.  S.  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  6 


I  Used  To  Be  Afraid 


I  used  to  be  afraid  of  the  scissors'  cutting  sound  in  public  pools. 
I  used  to  be  afraid  of  darkness  creeping  slowly  over  me 
as  the  sun  went  down.  I  used  to  be  afraid  of  the  imaginary 
mountain  lion  following  swiftly  in  the  shadows  behind 
my  slow  moving  bike.  I  used  to  be  afraid 
of  the  small,  smooth  feeling  against  my  leg  as  a  fish 
swam  by  in  the  dark  deep  blue  of  the  river. 
I  used  to  be  afraid 
But  now  I'm  brave. 


Philip  Luedecke 

Daly  Elementary 
Hamilton  -  Grade  3 


Brett  McChesney 

Willson  Science  and  Technology  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 


The  fish  swam  through  the  water 
as  streamlined  as  a  jet  across  the  sky. 
They  jumped  often,  droplets  from  their  wings 
would  make  ripples  on  the  calm  water. 
When  they  landed, 

a  dolphin,  with  skin  as  gray  as  the  clouds, 
would  snap  them  up  like  peanuts, 
and  that  was  the  end  of  them. 


Keelia  Peck 

Westside  School 
Sidney  -  Grade  4 


I'm  in  charge  of  my 
Own  Celebrations 


Michelle  Buckman 

Poison  High  School 
Poison  -  Grade  12 


It  all  happened 
one  day.  It 
was  raining 
on  one  side 
of  the  house 

and  on  the 
other  it 
was  not. 

If  I  had 
not  seen 

it  then, 
I  probably 

would 
never  have 

seen  it 

again. 

So  every 
time  it 
does  that, 
I  will 
have  a 
celebration. 


Kate  Lacy 

Daly  School 
Hamilton  -  Grade  3 

The  Web 

It  was  one  of  those  warm,  but  not  too  warm  days;  a  good  porch  swing  day  and  that's  where  I  was.  I  had  a 
handful  of  my  favorite  candy,  M&M's.  I  liked  holding  them  in  my  hand  because  when  the  colored  candy 
shells  melted  they  stained  my  hand  all  sorts  of  different  colors.  I  also  liked  eating  M&M's  by  flipping  them 
into  the  air  and  catching  them  in  my  mouth.  But  one  orange  M&M  missed  my  mouth,  landed  on  the  seat  of 
the  porch  swing  next  to  me  and  rolled  off  the  edge.  I  leaned  over  to  pick  it  up  when,  suddenly,  a  gray  spider 
dropped  out  of  nowhere,  grabbed  the  piece  of  candy  and  disappeared  back  up  its  safety  line. 

I  just  sat  there  for  a  minute  in  total  shock. 

"Hey!  That  wasn't  a  bug!"  I  yelled. 

I  looked  up  and  in  the  corner  of  the  porch  roof  was  a  large  web.  At  first  it  looked  like  an  ordinary  spider 
web,  but  then  I  noticed  it  was  PINK!  I  moved  closer  and  in  the  center  of  the  web  I  saw  the  spider  munching 
on  MY  orange  M&M. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  I  asked,  more  to  myself  than  anyone  else. 

"I  have  a  terrible  sweet  tooth,"  a  tiny  voice  answered. 

"You  could  have  just  asked  me  for  a  piece,"  I  said,  before  I  realized  I  was  talking  to  a  spider. 
"Thank  you,  I  will  from  now  on,"  the  spider  replied,  "and  I'll  share  my  goodies  with  you." 
"Goodies?  You  have  goodies?"  I  laughed.  "Where?" 
The  spider  gestured  around  her. 

"What?  All  I  see  is  your  web.. .and  why  is  it  pink?"  I  asked,  looking  at  the  strands  glittering  in  the  after- 
noon sunlight. 

"Because,  my  dear,  my  web  is  made  of  cotton  candy,"  she  explained.  And  it  was! 

I  spent  a  lot  of  time  on  the  porch  that  summer  visiting  with  the  spider,  whose  name  was  Emmy  (after  her 
favorite  candy,  I  imagine).  She  spun  line  after  line  of  cotton  candy  that  she  shared  with  my  friends  and  me.  I 
shared  candy  with  her,  too,  but  M&M's  were  always  her  favorites. 

As  summer  ended  and  the  winds  became  colder  I  knew  that  Emmy  would  not  be  able  to  live  through  the 
winter  on  the  porch.  I  decided  to  ask  her  to  be  my  roommate  until  spring.  . 

"I  don't  want  to  be  a  bother,"  the  little  spider  said  softly. 

"Not  a  problem,"  I  answered,  "and  then  you'll  be  around  for  some  great  "goodie"  holidays  like  Hallow- 
een and  Valentine's  Day." 

Emmy  laughed  and  slowly  climbed  down  from  her  web  onto  my  palm. 

"We'll  do  fine. ..we're  a  lot  alike,"  I  said.  It  was  then  I  noticed  that  each  of  her  tiny  hands  were  stained 
different  colors  from  the  M&M  candy  shells. ..just  like  mine. 


Wayne  Rowan 

Four  Georgians 
Helena  -  Grade  4 


Teresa  Turville 

Dutton  School 
Button  -  Grade  3 

The  Lil 


The  shy  and  beautiful  Water  Lily 
Floats  across  the  softly  swirling  waters 
Of  a  graceful  dancing  pond. 

The  peaceful  Madonna  Lily  grows 
In  the  bright  shining  warm  sun 
In  the  harmonious  meadow 
Where  only  birds,  bees,  and  the  wind 
Whisper  in  your  ear. 


The  Calla  Lily  sways  with  the  soft  soothing  wind 
By  the  baby  blue  waters  of  a  quiet  brook. 


Tongue  red  raspberries 
sleeping  peacefully  on  shore 
sunny  day  in  Spring. 


Tammy  Tonjum 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  1 1 

The  vast  ocean 
holds  life 
in  itself 
and  gives 
to  all 
that 

surrounds  it. 

Without 

the  slightest 

hint, 

it  seems 

to  sweep  upon 

the  shore, 

crash 

upon  the  rocks, 
and  grab 

the  bits  and  pieces 
of 

the  earth 
How  it  cools 
my  sun-warmed 
skin 

and  soaks  my 

burning, 

scorching 

head  of  hair, 

Soothing 

my 

tense  muscles, 
and  taking  with  it 
as  it  flows 
away, 
all 

my  anger, 
and  all  my  fear. 
I  stand  on 
the 

silky  sand 

below  you 

and  grin 

as  your 

caressing 

waves 

sweep  away 

from  me. 

Leaving  my  feet 

to  sink  into  the  sand 

and  wait 

for  the  next 

beat  in  your  rhythm 

to  rescue 

my  suffocating  toes.. 
...once  again. 


Katelyn  Koch 

Ftau  Elementary 
Sidney  -  Grade  2 

Water 


Streams  run  into  rivers, 
Rivers  run  into  lakes, 
Lakes  run  into  oceans 
up 

And  oceans  run  and 


down 


the 


shore. 
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Madison  Lynn 

Target  Range  Elementary 
Missoula  -  Grade  1 

Things  To  Do  Around  a  Lookout 

(after  Gary  Snyder) 

Play  Speed  and  Checkers 
Eat  Ruffles  Potato  Chips  before  dinner 
Get  sticks  and  play  medieval  games 
Go  back  in  time 
Take  naps  in  the  daytime 

Go  on  walks  and  hikes  following  the  rock  symbols 
Play  on  big  rocks 

Look  for  bullet  shells  for  my  collection 
Use  the  pulley  elevator  for  clothes  bags 
Pee  off  the  deck 
Play  mountain  climbing 
Drink  Crystal  Geysers 
Draw  pictures  of  bats 
Eat  bacon  and  eggs  in  the  morning 
Draw  Tic  Tac  Toe  with  little  rocks  on  the  big  rocks 
Read  Prince  Caspian  at  bedtime 
Do  whatever  I  want 


Cassie  Stoneman 

West  Glacier  School 
West  Glacier  -  Grade  4 
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The  Dangerous  Journey 

ne  hot  day  in  a  desert  in  Mexico,  a  small  owl  named  Elfey  lived  with  the  gilly  woodpecker.  They 
m      K  "oved  eacn  other.  Their  moms  had  died  when  they  were  little.  The_\  built  a  home  in  a  big  saguaro 
■      W  cactus.  At  night  Elfey  would  go  out  looking  for  bugs.  The  woodpecker's  name  was  Gilla.  Elfey 
^^^r      and  Gilla  would  take  turns  hunting  for  food.  They  both  liked  bugs  very  much. 

During  the  day  they  would  stay  in  the  cactus  out  of  the  heat.  One  day  when  they  were  sitting  in  their 
cactus  talking,  they  heard  a  loud  noise.  When  Elfey  looked  out  he  saw  a  big  bulldozer  coming  towards  them. 

Gilla  and  Elfey  flew  out  of  their  cactus  as  fast  as  they  could.  They  did  not  know  what  was  going  on.  They 
were  scared.  Gilla  and  Elfey  did  not  eat  that  night.  They  leaned  up  against  each  other.  Gilla  and  Elfey  fell 
asleep. 

When  Elfey  woke  up  the  next  day  she  started  to  cry.  That  woke  Gilla  up  and  she  said,  "Don't  cry  Elfey; 
everything  will  be  okay."  Elfey  stopped  crying.  Their  land  was  being  torn  down.  They  both  knew  it  was  at 
least  200  miles  to  another  desert.  They  did  not  know  what  it  would  be  like.  They  knew  they  had  no  choice. 
Gilla  told  Elfey  it  would  be  risky  but  they  had  to  do  the  dangerous  journey.  So  they  started  flying.  They  flew 
40  miles  and  they  had  to  rest.  Elfey  had  never  been  so  tired  in  his  life.  Gilla  said,  "We  will  spend  the  night 
here."  They  curled  up  and  went  to  sleep.  The  next  day  they  got  up  at  dawn  and  started  flying.  That  day  they 
flew  100  miles.  Three  days  later  they  had  found  the  new  desert.  There  were  lots  of  cactus.  The  first  one  they 
went  to  was  already  taken.  So  they  went  to  the  next  cactus.  There  was  an  owl  in  the  cactus.  He  said,  "Get  out 
of  my  house."  Elfey,  trying  to  be  happy,  said,  "Oh,  good,  we  have  neighbors."  Gilla  and  Elfey  went  to  two 
more  cactus  but  they  were  both  taken.  Gilla  and  Elfey  started  to  get  worried  that  they  would  not  find  a  home. 
Gilla  said,  "Let's  try  one  more  cactus."  So  Gilla  and  Elfey  went  to  one  more  cactus.  It  was  empty!  That  night 
Gilla  and  Elfey  had  a  party. 


Brandon  Richert 

Fairfield  Elementary 
Fairfield  -  Grade  7 


Linsey  Daniels 

Lone  Rock  Elementary  School 
Stevensville  -  Grade  2 

The  Western 
Parade 


My  happy  place  is  in 
the  Western  Days  Parade 
where  it  smells  like 
horse  manure  and 
where  ribbons  are  floating 
in  the  air  and  balloon 
races  are  going 
up,  up,  and  never  stopping. 
The  hard  feeling  of  the 
wooden  saddle  and 
everyone  cheering  for 
the  golden  horse 
I  am  riding. 


Cody  Houtchens 

Lone  Rock  Elementary  School 
Stevensville  -  Grade  5 

The  Delight  Song 
of  a  Burning  Heart 

I'm  a  horse  flowing  through  the  brown  knapweed,  dry 

when  I  touch  it  like  hot  fire  burning  my  side.  Sand  under  my  feet 

makes  me  feel  like  I'm  running  on  an  earth  of  fire.  I  run  on. 

I  feel  water,  but  water  can't  be  found.  I  run  and  leap  over  flames. 

I'm  white,  which  keeps  me  cool.  I'm  a  stallion  that  can  paint 

the  flames.  I  run  and  run.  I  leap.  I  run  in  a  world  of  fire.  I  am 

the  only  living  thing  through  day  and  night. 


Samantha  Schmidt 

Hawthorne  School 
Helena  -  Grade  3 
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Where  would  I  like  to  take  a  walk? 
In  many  sunny  breezes. 
When  all  the  flowers  bloom  before  me. 
When  the  silky  sea  waves  to  me. 

When  May's  gentle  breeze  picks  me  up  and  sways  me  around 
the  trees. 

When  all  the  bees  buzz  with  me. 

I'm  going  to  take  a  walk 

Do  you  want  to  walk  with  me? 


Jacob  Reed 

Asa  Wood  School 
Libby  -  Grade  5 


Julie  Robertson 

Cornelius  Hedges  Elementary 
Kalispell  -  Grade  2 


Kristine  M.  Rasmussen 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  12 


Above  the  Earth,  blazing  life 
three  suns  set  in  a  proud 
green  sky,  a  branch 
bent  with  ripened  weight. 
Sibulant  winds  rock  pink-orange 
children  in  tree  cradles.  An  infant 
falls,  screamless.  Torn  flesh 
showers  luminous  droplets  over  dull  grass. 
An  abstract  face  is  scrawled  in  sweet 
wetness  on  a  color-streaked  head.  Skin 
as  silken  as  the  words  in  a  lullaby 
fades,  rejected  by  the  sky.  Liquid  light 
drains  away  as  the  pitted  darkness 
composes  an  epitaph. 
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Kelsi  Peace 

Muldown  Elementary 
Whitefish  -  Grade  4 

Time  Genie 

Finally  the  school  bell  rang  and  Sabreana  turned  off  her  talking  textbook.  Sabreana  pressed  the  button  in 
the  corner  of  her  desk  and  out  of  the  floor  her  backpack  rose  up  and  she  took  it  off  its  little  backpack  basket. 
After  she  got  outside  she  pressed  a  button  on  a  fire  hydrant  and  a  mat  pulled  up  and  stopped  for  5  minutes. 
She  looked  around  for  Jennifer  but  soon  decided  she  better  hop  on  fast.  As  soon  as  she  got  on,  it  went  up  and 
went  directly  to  her  house.  She  rang  the  doorbell  to  her  house  and  the  front  popped  open,  and  then  she  typed 
in  their  code. 

As  soon  as  she  had  ridden  the  escalator  to  her  room  she  opened  her  diary.  It  had  been  found  in  the  house 
and  it  was  left  for  her  by  her  great-great-great-great-great  grandfather  Dean.  Sabreana  was  flipping  through 
the  pages  when  a  letter  fell  out.  It  read: 

Dear  Dean, 

Right  now  is  a  frightening  time  for  me  especially  with  the  chance  of  the  Earth  being  totally  wiped  out. 
Please  tell  the  police  about  the  Time  Genie  you  found  in  that  bottle.  That  way  I  only  have  to  worry  about  one 
thing.  Sincerely  yours, 

Will 

Sabreana  closed  the  book,  deep  in  thought.  Who  or  what  was  this  Time  Genie  anyhow?  She  was  deter- 
mined to  find  the  Time  Genie.  She  decided  to  go  look  in  the  old  part  of  the  house,  where  she  had  found  the 
diary.  She  ran  down  there  as  fast  as  she  could.  She  started  digging  through  the  treasure  chest  and  soon  found  a 
green  bottle.  She  took  it  back  to  her  room.  She  popped  open  the  cork  and  POOF — out  came  a  Genie. 

"You  must  go  back  to  the  year  3001  when  your  great-great-great-great-great  grandfather  Dean  lived,"  the 
Genie  boomed. 

"One  problem,  Mister  Time  Genie,  that  was  when  the  world  was  nearly  destroyed!"  cried  Sabreana. 

"Yes,  I  know.  Not  only  will  you  go  back  but  the  world  will  go  back  in  time,  too,"  said  the  Genie. 

BOOM!!!  Sabreana  was  now  in  the  year  3001.  She  spotted  her  great-great-great-great-great  grandfather. 
Yotanke  was  going  to  blow  the  world  to  smithereens,  because  Mars  was  mad  at  Earth.  One  hour  was  left. 
Quickly  Sabreana  shoved  through  the  crowd  to  get  to  Yotanke's  spaceship  bomb  shelter.  After  outsmarting  all 
the  guards  to  get  to  the  bomb  shelter  only  10  seconds  were  left.  Sabreana  dove  at  the  control  panels  and  shut  it 
off. 

Now  to  stop  the  war.  When  she  got  there  she  stood  on  a  rock.  She  yelled  as  loud  as  she  could  to  get 
everyone's  attention.  "STOP  FIGHTING!!!  You  don't  have  any  reason  to  fight.  Earth  didn't  ever  want  to  blow 
Mars  up!  If  we  form  a  peace  treaty  we  could  share  technologies!"  Soon  everyone  put  down  their  weapons  and 
formed  a  peace  treaty. 

BOOM! ! !  She  was  back  in  her  room!  Yeah!  Now  Mars  and  Earth  had  a  peace  treaty.  She  grabbed  the 
Genie's  bottle  and  walked  over  to  her  window.  After  pressing  the  window  open  button  she  thrust  her  arm  out 
the  window  and  popped  off  the  cork. 

"Leave  America  and  fly  back  to  your  home.  You're  free  from  being  shut  in  the  bottle,"  said  Sabreana.  Off 
went  the  Time  Genie  back  to  his  home.  The  Genie  spent  the  rest  of  his  life  helping  people. 


Melissa  Ashley 

Charles  B  Murray  Elementary 
Sheridan  -  Grade  K 


Austin  Alexander 


Nye  Elementary  School 
Nye  -  Grade  K 


Spotty  the  Cow 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  cow  named  Spotty.  Spotty  was  a  nice  cow.  One  day  Spotty  went  into  the  forest 
and  he  saw  a  white  mouse. 

"What  is  your  name?"  said  the  mouse. 

"My  name  is  Spotty,"  said  Spotty.  "What  is  your  name?" 

"My  name  is  Whitey,"  said  the  mouse. 

"Where  do  you  live?"  said  Spotty. 

"I  live  in  a  hole,"  said  Whitey.  "Where  do  you  live?" 

"I  live  in  a  farm." 

"Can  I  come  to  your  farm?"  said  Whitey. 
"Yes,"  said  Spotty.  "Let's  go." 
And  they  lived  happily  ever  after. 


Ashley  Vincent 

Charlo  Elementary  School 
Charlo-  Grade  1 


Groundhog's  Day 

His  timer  goes  off.  He  wakes  up  quick.  He 
stretches  his  arms  and  hops  out  of  bed.  My 
groundhog  is  named  Fred.  He  climbs  up  his 
ladder  and  looks  all  around,  like  a  dog  escaping 
from  the  pound.  He  looks  for  his  shadow.  It  is 
nowhere  in  sight.  He  thinks  it  is  time  to  go  fly  a  kite. 


Maureen  Gilham 

Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  9 
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Introduction:  This  story  takes  place  at  the  end  of  the  19th  Century  when  many  Indian  tribes  had  been  moved 
to  reservations,  including  the  Blackfeet. 

I  looked  across  the  bare  plains  as  though  I  had  been  there  when  the  Indians  lived  freely  and  the 
buffalo  were  plentiful.  I  could  hear  something  whispering  my  name.  I  looked  but  could  only  feel  the  cool 
crisp  wind  blowing  my  hair  from  my  face.  There  was  a  strong  smell  of  smoke.  Suddenly,  I  found  myself  back 
in  an  earlier  time.  I  walked  among  the  Indian  women  and  children  as  though  I  was  one  of  them. 

I  saw  their  Indian  village  and  how  they  lived  in  harmony  with  God's  creations.  I  saw  how  each 
member  of  the  tribe  did  a  certain  job.  I  stopped  and  talked  with  a  young  Indian  girl.  Almost  immediately  I  was 
speaking  her  language.  The  girl  was  telling  me  of  her  fondness  for  a  young  Indian  brave.  She  told  how  he  had 
gone  on  a  hunt  for  buffalo.  Her  eyes  were  deep  brown  like  the  eyes  of  a  fawn  in  the  Spring. 
Her  hair  blew  freely  and  was  as  dark  as  the  deepest  lake.  She  had  lips  as  red  as  fresh 
blood  from  a  newly  killed  buffalo. 

The  people's  happiness  was  obvious  as  I  watched  the  women  and 
children  walk  down  to  the  river  joyfully  gathering  water  for  the 
village.  Sunlight  streamed  through  the  forest,  and  a  deer  and  her 
fawn  emerged  to  get  a  drink  of  water  from  the  river.  An  old 
woman  of  great  wisdom  spoke  to  a  troubled  child  who 
had  failed  to  go  on  the  hunt.  I  watched  a  group  of 
young  boys  practice  their  skills  with  the  bow  in 
a  field. 

Soon  a  crowd  of  Indians  surrounded  a 
man  of  different  color.  Suddenly  there  was  a 
flash  and  I  was  brought  to  a  place  of  pain  and 
anguish.  I  saw  the  same  people  in  the  village, 
most  of  whom  were  sick  or  dead.  Disease  had 
taken  over  the  village.  The  white  men  had 
brought  measles  with  them.  Worse  yet,  the  tribe 
had  surrendered  to  the  government  and  were 
being  moved  to  a  reservation  far  away.  The 
buffalo  were  no  longer  in  the  thousands  and  the 
village  people  were  dying.  I  saw  the  girl  known 
as  Running  Deer.  Her  eyes  were  no  longer 
joyful  and  full  of  happiness,  but  hatred  and 
sorrow  had  taken  over. 

I  am  brought  back  to  the  present.  As  I 
rise  from  the  chair  where  I  had  been  sleeping,  I 
scan  the  picture  of  my  Great  Grandmother.  Her 
beautiful  braids  are  decorated  with  white  hide 
and  an  eagle  feather  tied  at  one  end.  She  is 
pulling  a  travois  with  her  horse.  I  whisper  to  her 
that  times  are  changing  and  the  future  will  bring 
hope  and  happiness  for  me  and  our  family. 

Our  world  is  full  of  hatred,  endless 
killing,  and  racism.  But  if  we  put  the  past 
behind  us,  we  can  make  our  world  full  of  love, 
acceptance,  and  unity. 


Nina  Falls  Down 

Lodge  Grass  High  School 
Lodge  Grass  -  Grade  10 


Randy  Bear  Don't  Walk 

Lodge  Grass  Junior  High 
Lodge  Grass  -  Grade  8 


Life  Goes  On 


How  many  brothers  fell 

Victim  to  the  drinks? 

Rest  in  peace  young  brothers. 

There's  a  heaven  for  an  alcoholic. 

Be  a  lie  if  I  told  you 

I  never  thought  of  death. 

My  brothers  we  are 

The  last  ones  left 

But  life  goes  on. 


This  is  my  home  from  playdays 
Just  getting  by. 

It's  time  to  bury  another  brother, 

Just  gone.  Nobody  cry. 

Life  is  a  bottle  of  alcohol  and 

Different  kinds  of  drugs 

People  dare  to  try. 

He  used  to  do  'em  up. 

A  lot  of  lessons 

He  used  to  learn. 

He  raised  his  g's. 

Bought  some  weed. 

He  got  smoked  out  and 

Blazed  with  me. 

Two  in  the  morning 

He  was  still  high, 

Passed  out  screaming. 

But  now  that  you're  gone 

I'm  in  a  zone  thinking 

I  don't  want  to  die  alone. 

All  I  got  left  is  stinking  memories. 

I  loved  you  brother 

To  the  death. 

Life  goes  on. 


Me  and  you 
No  truer  two. 
Remember  you  gettin' 
Dumb  at  show  parties. 
But  now  you're  buried. 
I  ain't  worried. 
Eyes  blurry, 
Saying  goodbye 
At  the  cemetery. 
The  memories  fade. 
You  were  meant  to 
rest  in  peace. 
See,  we  both  gotta  die 
But  you  chose  to  go 
before  me. 

You  left  a  brother  on  his  own. 
I'll  only  mourn. 
Life  goes  on. 


Trey  Weeks 

Cornelius  Hedges  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  1 


Reach  for  the  Sky 


Trees  floating  up  into  heaven 

My  Dad  caught  the  trees. 

My  Dad  accidentally  let  them  go. 

He  caught  them  again  and  gave 
Them  to  my  Mom. 

My  Mom  planted  the  trees. 

The  trees  are  growing  big  and  tall 

And  one  touched  my  Dad. 


Coleman  Pape 

Lone  Rock  Elementary  School 
Stevensville  -  Grade  2 

Black 


Black  is  a  bird,  a  crow  actually. 
Black  smells  like  the  smoke 
of  a  fire.  Black  eats  computer  chips 
and  dances  to  jazz. 


Jennifer  Whitman 

Helena  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  6 


Corrina  Marry 

Lone  Rock  Elementary  School 
Stevensville  ■  Grade  3 


Mom 

My  mom  is 
cookies  on 
chocolate  on 
graham  crackers. 
When  we  run 
around 
the  house 
she  is 
the 
hot 
sun 
and 
when  we 
are  not 
running  a 
round 
the  house 
she  is 
like  rain 
falling 
from  the 
sweet  blue 
sky  on 
Jesus. 


Bill  Lyman 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  12 
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Letter  from  the  Heart 


To  you  who  stole  my  heart 

My  soul  aches  when  I  see  your  face 

Hands  shake  when  you  are  near 

Mouth  dries  when  I  speak  to  you 

Heart  throbs  when  I  see  you 

I  long  to  tell  you  how  I  feel 

Today  we  met  in  the  hall 

Our  eyes  met  I  told  you 

It  hurt  when  you  laughed 

I  spent  too  much  time  dreaming 

Not  enough  in  reality 

I  always  thought  you  felt  the  same 

I  am  sorry  I  embarrassed  you 

I  never  realized. 


Jere  Roope 

Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  1 1 

My 
Morning 
Dawn 
of  Life 


To  scatter 
Dawn 
when  I  am  old 

in  music 
behind  Broken 
windows 

by 
Stones; 
Midnight  sun 


Ryan  McClarty 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


Rebekah  Huskamp 

West  Side  Elementary  School 
Sidney  -  Grade  6 


Moses 

In  1820  a  leader  was  born. 

At  this  person  many  masters  would  scorn. 

She  became  a  leader, 

And  they  called  her  Moses — leader  of  her  people. 

She  saved  300  from  torture  and  scorn, 

And  risked  her  life  for  freedom  to  be  born. 

She  spent  many  cold  nights  without  a  blanket  to  spare, 

But  not  one  passenger  lost  even  a  hair. 

If  one  passenger  dared  to  return, 

She  pulled  out  her  pistol  and  said, 

"Go  on  or  die,"  her  voice  low. 

"Freedom's  not  bought  with  dust,  you  know." 

They  all  gained  liberty  safely  and  free 
Under  the  leadership  of  she. 
Harriet  Tubman  was  her  name, 
But  under  "Moses"  was  her  fame. 

Every  time  her  name  was  mentioned  a  heart  did  skip, 
For  in  the  hearts  of  the  people  was  her  leadership. 
And  they  called  her  Moses, 


Lynnette  Michelle  Fisher 

Monforton  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  6 

Who 

Who  fought  for  freedom 
of  slaves  and  blacks 
and  stood  up  for  rights 
and  faced  the  facts? 

The  speeches  he  gave 
influenced  us  all, 
though  some  didn't  like  him, 
he  stood  proud  and  tall. 

Who  said  those  words, 
"I  have  a  dream" 
and  lived  out  the  meaning 
"Let  freedom  ring!" 

Who  spoke  to  the  Nation, 
delivered  a  clue 
and  told  us  that  finally 
freedom  was  due. 

Who  said  let  us  be  judged 
by  what  is  within, 
by  content  of  character 
not  color  of  skin? 

Who  wanted  us  only 
to  love  one  another, 
to  walk  together 
as  sister  and  brother? 

The  things  that  were  wrong 
he  did  try  to  mend, 
but  as  it  turned  out 
he  fell  in  the  end. 

Whose  murder  sparked  mourning 
across  the  land. 
United  in  spirit, 
we  all  took  a  stand. 

Martin  Luther  King  Jr., 
although  he  is  gone 
now  he  is  free 
and  his  name  will  live  on. 


Andriana  Stube 

Florence-Carlton  School 
Florence  -  Grade  7 


Kathleen  Burrall 

Emmanuel  Christian  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  6 

Blue  Moon 


As  I  gazed  up  at  the  stars, 
The  blue  moon  broke  from  the  clouds 
And  stared  down  at  me. 

Her  shimmering  hair  glistened  in  the  light.    ,  \  / 
She  stretched  down  her  hair 
And  motioned  me  to  come  with  her. 
I  walked  up  the  glittering  stairway  of  moon  hairs. 
I  climbed  on  to  her  back 
And  walked  among  the  clouds. 
The  clouds  looked  like  sheep  - 
So  fluffy  and  astray. 
They  floated  along,  not  caring  of 
The  passengers  they  carried. 
Then  on  the  western  horizon,  the  sun 
In  all  her  grace  and  beauty,  rose 
Higher  and  higher  in  the  sky. 
I  sadly  walked  down  the  flight. 
"Goodbye  my  blue  moon  Princess  - 
I  will  wait  till  night." 


Emily  Mitchell 

St.  Francis  Intermediate  School 
Billings  -  Grade  4 

Dream  Time 


When. the  wind  is  blowing  through  the  night, 
And  the  stars  are  twinkling  like  candlelight, 
And  the  thunder  is  rumbling  a  song, 
And  the  moon  is  simply  humming  along, 
The  darkness  across  the  sky  it  creeps. 
The  lightning  is  flashing  while  it  leaps. 
The  fire  beside  me  crackles  and  gleams. 
That  is  the  time  to  think  about  dreams. 


Christa  A.  Gorman 

Bench  Elementary  School 
Billings  -  Grade  5 

Kitties'  Dreams 

Do  kitties  dream  about  ice  cream  cones 
or  milk  sat  out  on  the  floor, 
or  are  their  dreams  about  scampering 
mice  being  chased  door  to  door? 

Do  they  dream  about  salmon  dinner 
plump  and  juicy  meat; 
or  do  they  dream  about  chicken  liver 
or  about  washing  each  others'  feet? 

Do  they  dream  about  sucking  sweaters 

and  being  nice  and  purry;  ^ 
or  do  they  dream  of  being  a  Persian 
all  fluffy  and  furry? 

Do  they  dream  about  clawing  couches, 

ripping  the  stuffing  right  out  the  side;  u^iAiiUia 
or  are  their  dreams  about  licking  each  others'  wounds 
or  having  wonderful  places  to  hide? 


Jessi  Saksa 

Sunnyside  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  2 


Or,  Wait! 

Do  kitties  dream  at  all? 


Erika  Epple 

Willson  Science  and  Technology  School 
Bozeman  ■  Grade  3 

Running,  hopping 

Round  and  round, 

Bounding,  pouncing 

On  the  ground 

Seeing  drops  of  golden  dew, 

Leaf  to  leaf, 

I  will  follow  you. 


Missy  Trischman 

Twin  Bridges  High  School 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  7 

A  Day  Under  the  Big  Sky 

On  a  hilltop  somewhere  in  the  vast  prairie,  a  coyote's  mournful  cry  breaks  the  night's  silence.  In  the 
east  a  warm,  orange  glow  appears  behind  blue,  snowcapped  mountains.  The  sun  slowly  rises,  spread 
ing  its  life-giving  rays  across  fields  of  lush  grass,  shimmering  lakes,  and  hills  and  mountains  that  hide 
draws  and  canyons.  In  the  valley  a  fast-moving  river  winds  its  way  through  towns,  farms,  and  forests.  Along 
its  rocky  bank,  horses  with  frost  on  their  backs  graze  contentedly.  Among  them  a  playful  foal  curiously 
investigates  a  patch  of  thick  brush.  Suddenly,  a  surprised  fox  bounds  out  from  under  the  velvet  muzzle  which 
has  invaded  its  home.  The  frightened  little  foal  squeals  and  runs  back  to  his  unconcerned  mother  who  calmly 
nurses  his  fear  away. 

Further  down  the  river  a  small  band  of  mule  deer  are  lying  in  the  grass.  Their  breath  rises  steamily  and  the 
sunlight  glints  off  the  shining  antlers  of  several  members  of  the  group. 

On  a  sagebrush-covered  hill  above  the  valley,  two  Bighorn  rams  are  engaged  in  a  deadly  battle.  They  back 
away  from  each  other  snorting  and  pawing.  Then  suddenly  they  rush  toward  each  other,  heads  down.  Their 
horns  and  skulls  crash  together;  they  stubbornly  butt  and  crash  heads  until  the  weaker  one  has  had  enough  and 
retreats,  hastily  trotting  away. 

Two  wild-eyed  deer  bound  up  from  a  brushy  draw,  flashing  their  tails  to  warn  of  danger.  The  draw  fills 
with  dust  and  the  sound  of  cows  bawling.  A  busy,  panting  dog  runs  barking  and  snapping  bossily  at  their 
heels.  Horsemen  trot  behind,  whooping  and  keeping  the  herd  together.  Behind  them,  as  the  dust  is  cleared  by 
the  gentle  breeze,  a  cautious  jackrabbit  emerges  from  its  hole,  suspiciously  sniffing  the  air.  Satisfied  that  he  is 
safe,  the  rabbit  begins  munching  on  the  dry  clumps  of  grass  between  the  thick  sagebrush. 

Off  to  the  west  lightning  suddenly  snaps  across  the  sky.  A  split  second  later  thunder  booms  over  the 
prairie.  The  deer  all  head  for  the  brush  and  the  rabbit  hops  into  its  hole.  By  the  time  all  the  animals  anxiously 
take  cover,  the  sky  is  dumping  rain.  Soon  water  is  rushing  rapidly  down  every  draw  and  washout  for  miles 
around.  Meanwhile,  the  cowboys  waiting  in  the  barn  see  lightning 
flashing  in  the  black  southern  sky.  They  wait;  each  second 
seems  to  last  an  eternity  in  the  eerie  silence.  Every  creature 
seems  to  be  waiting,  listening.  No  thing  dares  to  stir.  A 
terrifying  crash  of  thunder  makes  even  the  bravest 
jump!  Some  deer  suddenly  bolt  from  their  cover.  The 
lightning  has  split  a  giant  cottonwood  which  is  now 
on  fire.  The  crackling  flames  spread  quickly  to 
nearby  brush,  and  frightened  animals  run  in  terror 
from  their  cover.  Luckily,  the  downpour  quickly 
puts  out  the  fire;  and  then,  just  as  suddenly  as  it 
started,  the  storm  stops.  The  dark  clouds  roll 
away,  leaving  the  blue  sky  and  the  sun.  Water 
drips  from  bushes,  and  large  puddles  are  scattered 
everywhere.  The  river  is  swollen,  and  it  roars  down 
its  bed  carrying  away  sticks,  soil,  and  anything  else 
in  its  path. 

The  sun  shines  its  brightest  as  it  sinks  through 
the  freshly  cleansed  sky  and  falls  behind  the  western 
horizon.  The  sky  is  now  aglow  with  fiery  colors.  The 
sun  disappears  behind  the  hills  as  coyotes  begin  their 
nightly  concert  of  howls  and  yaps,  and  the  sky  gradually 

fills  with  stars.  "  "illll*"        '        Jamie  phalp 

.    i  •     .  Helena  Mi.S. 

Montana  has  seen  another  day  under  the  big  sky.  ^^■WHHSHH'*^       Helena  -  Grades 


Elizabeth  Orvis 

Anderson  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Snow 

Snow  falls  silently 
It  lingers  in  the  air  then  falls  like  a 
feather  to  the  ground  below 
It  covers  the  sleeping  Earth  with  its  velvety 
white  blanket 
The  wind  roughly  blows  snow,  creating  a  drift  for  a 

child  to  step  on 
The  wind  carries  the  swirling  snow  in  front  of  cars 

making  it  hard  to  see  the  road 
Snow  gives  the  scampering  mice  a  tunnel  to  hide 
from  the  mighty  hawk  floating  silently  in  the  crisp  air. 


Andrea  Wogamon 

East  Middle  School 
Butte  -  Grade  8 


Snowflakes 


Fluttering  in  by  the  thousands 
adorned  in  pure  white 
lacy  gowns  flying 
enjoying  the  flight 


Graceful  ballroom  dancers 
performing  a  celestial  ballet 
each  performance  is  short  lived 
in  this  winter  play 


r 


Nicole  Goeden 

Dillon  Middle  School 
Dillon  -  Grade  6 


Winter 

It's  getting  cold! 
Soon  it  will  be  time!  » 
Soon  I  will  fall 
Through  the  skies 
Hurling  toward  the  earth 
To  land  in  the  fluffy  pile 
We  will  stay  for  a  few  glorious  days 
In  the  white  wonderland 
Until  the  sun  comes 
Then  we  will  vanish 
Never  to  be  seen  again 
In  the  same  form 
Here  I  go! 


Randi  Pratt 

Scobey  School 
Scobey  -  Grade  6 

Randomly  worried 
A  hope  of  being  successful 
Not  a  Einstein,  but  not  dumb 
Different  in  every  way 
Iffy  about  growing  up. 


Jessica  Hawkins 

C.S,  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  7 

Halloween  is  coming. 
You  ask  me  what  costume 
I  will  wear. 

"Pippi-Longstocking,"  I  say 
she  is  a  girl  wild  and  free. 
I  no  longer  play  the  trumpet 
the  lion  is  exploding  from 
my  heart. 
I  am  wild  and  free 
a  girl  subdued  by  the  thought 
one  who  floats  on  clouds. 
Say  what  you  want 
and  see  what  you  see, 
but  I  see  what  you  see  too 
for  I  predict  the  future. 
There  is  a  girl  in  a  dungeon. 
It  is  now  All  Hallow's  Eve, 
a  girl  with  dark  brown  hair, 
glowing  blue  eyes,  white  gown  and  fair  skin 
is  doing  her  hair  with 
a  dingle  hopper. 


Bobbi  Jo  Burrington 

Linderman  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 


Kelsey  Gallagher 

Grass  Range  School 
Grass  Range  -  Grade  3 

My  Brother 

My  brother, 

what  a  disgrace! 

He  colors  the  walls 

and  paints  his  face! 

He  pulls  my  hair  and 

screams  about! 

"Just  look  at  that!" 

everyone  shouts. 

He  runs  through  the  house 

just  tearing  about! 

"Oh  no,  not  the  lamp!" 

my  mother  shouts. 

He  takes  my  things  and  won't 

give  them  back! 

I  share  with  him,  but 

he  won't  share  back! 

He  whines  and  cries 

when  nothing  has  happened  at  all. 

But  that  is  my  brother 

and  I'm  not  like  him 

at  all. 


James  Burk 

East  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  7 


Kacey  Peach 

Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  7 

Grandma 
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Do  you  remember  getting  up  at  6  a.m.  just  to  watch  Fred  beat  up  Barney  on  cable? 

Do  you  remember  at  night  drawing  me  close  and  reading  to  me  your  books  in  your  soothing  voice? 

Do  you  remember  taking  down  your  "Grandma  brag  books"  and  being  coaxed  to  explain  each  picture? 

Do  you  remember  sending  us  a  Hallmark  card  each  holiday  with  money  and  a  greeting  inside? 

Do  you  remember  me  riding  with  you  and  speeding  down  Rimrock  Road  in  your  silver  Camaro  with  a  red 

interior? 

Do  you  remember  letting  me  bang  on  your  organ? 

Do  you  remember  not  letting  me  watch  TV  until  I  ate  my  Cheerios  with  three  cups  of  sugar  on  top? 
Do  you  remember  smelling  the  medicine  that  took  over  your  house? 
Do  you  remember  sleeping  in  the  green  chair  that  became  your  prison? 
Do  you  remember  losing  weight  and  only  being  able  to  drink  tea? 
Then  I  remember  you  not  remembering. 


Joe  Fabiano 

Helena  Middle  School 
Helena  -  Grade  8 


•3 


Adam  Perez 

C.S.  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  7 

The  squawk  of  my  uncle's  green  and  yellow 
bird  with  his  sharp  razor  talons  then 
the  blood  dripping  down  my  arm  and  the 
stinging  sensation  when  the  cold  water 
hit  it. 


Sarah  Black 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  1 1 


Kinsey  Zimet 

Target  Range  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  8 

Fragile 


So  fragile 

it  seems  a  fleck  of  dust 

would  "recrack"  the  years  that  had  fallen  on  your  face. 
Faint  lines 

fill  in  your  porcelain  countenance. 
Covered  with  fingerprints 
of  alleys  and  sewers, 

Still  standing  out  from  your  used  Chef's  apron 
Once  crisp  "angelike"  lace.  I  


Aaron  Downs 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  12 


Jordan  Webber 

Lockwood  School 
Billings  -  Grade  5 


Daddy  Stands  Strong 


Daddy  was  burned  a  while  ago... 

Fourth  and  Third  degree  burns  with  bandages  wrapped  tight. 

Daddy  Stands  Strong. 
At  dawn  and  dusk  he  has  them  taken  off  and  the  pain  he  goes  through... 

Daddy  Stands  Strong. 
After  his  bandages  are  taken  off  he  crab  walks  from  the  bathroom  to  the 
living  room;  he  sits  down  and  turns  on  the  TV  and... 

Daddy  Stands  Strong. 
With  his  left  leg  losing  muscle... 

Daddy  Stands  Strong. 
I  love  my  daddy  so  much  even  if  he  has  burns  on  his  leg... I  love  him  just  the 
same. 


Shanley  Swanson 

Seeley  Lake  Elementary 
Seeley  Lake  -  Grade  7 

Nelson 

rhe  headlight  of  my  motorcycle  cuts  through  the  heavy  darkness  of  the  midnight  hour.  The  only  sound 
is  the  whirring  of  my  tires  on  the  cold  asphalt.  The  smell  of  love  and  fear  mingles  with  the  heavy 
perfume  of  pine  trees  and  nighttime  dew.  The  darkness  of  the  night  is  rarely  cut  by  the  slashing 
headlights  of  a  car.  I  listen  to  the  sounds  of  night  and  remember. 

Remembering  Mr.  Nelson  is  like  walking  in  a  hazy  dream.  I  remember  a  teacher  whose  life  was  the 
children  who  stomped  noisily  into  his  classroom  every  morning.  He  not  only  taught  us  math  and  social 
studies,  he  taught  life.  A  true  teacher.  I  would  walk  out  of  his  classroom  with  an  odd  feeling  that  in  his  classes 
I  was  learning  more  than  the  three  characteristics  of  acute  angles  and  where  Queen  Elizabeth's  summer  home 
was. 

"Nothing  perfect  lasts  forever  -  except  in  our  memories."  Where  had  I  heard  that  before? 

I  turn  off  the  darkness  of  the  freeway  and  drive  along  a  narrow  country  road  to  a  coffee  shop.  I  open  the 
door,  bells  singing  to  mark  my  entrance.  Inside  it  is  not  well  lit,  and  shadows  dance  on  the  walls  like  angry 
ghosts.  The  sounds  of  voices  and  the  creaking  of  the  red  plastic  chairs  mix  with  the  smells  of  coffee  and  dying 
dreams.  The  blue-grey  smoke  of  cigarettes  curves  around  the  ceiling  and  mingles  with  the  stench  of  cheap 
perfume.  I  have  been  here  before. 

I  walk  to  a  back  booth  and  bask  in  the  shadows  that  conceal  my  thoughts.  A  bleached-blond  waitress  takes 
my  order  of  coffee  and  saltwater  taffy.  Long  after  the  taffy  is  gone  I  sit  in  the  booth,  trying  to  awaken  forgot- 
ten memories.  I  sip  my  coffee.  I  watch  the  shadows  floating  across  the  ceiling  and  remember  the  day  he  died. 

I  had  waked  up  late,  rushing  into  my  clothes  and  asking  myself  why  I  had  not  slept  well  last  night.  When 
I  got  to  school,  I  saw  my  friends  Allicyn  and  Emmie  standing  against  the  lockers,  crying.  I  ran  to  Allicyn,  her 
face  pressed  hard  into  the  green,  unfeeling  metal.  She  was  sobbing  loudly.  Emmie  stood  against  the  lockers, 
her  head  tipped  upward,  tears  silently  rolling  down  her  face.  In  our  classroom  the  only  sounds  you  could  hear 
were  the  sounds  of  sobbing,  misery,  screaming,  and  fear.  I  remember  nothing  about  the  first  period,  except 
looking  down,  seeing  blood  pouring  out  from  where  I  had  chewed  my  fingernails  down  to  the  quick,  and 
thinking,  "Why  doesn't  it  hurt?" 

It  turned  out  that  Mr.  Nelson  had  been  murdered  in  his  home  sometime  that  night.  He  was  shot  once  in  the 
face  with  a  12-gauge  shotgun.  They  did  not  arrest  anyone. 

Snapping  back  into  reality,  I  notice  the  waitress  turning  over  the  OPEN  sign  on  the  window.  She  walks 
over  and  tells  me  they  are  closed.  I  leave. 

Getting  back  on  the  freeway,  I  drive  steadily  for  a  long,  long  time,  thinking.  The  air  is  heavy,  suffocating 
me.  I  can  hardly  breathe.  Maybe  I  am  crying.  I  pass  a  large  lake,  whose  water  shimmers  in  the  light  of  the 
moon  which  has  come  out  from  behind  a  dark  cloud.  The  mountains  rise  slowly  into  deep  nothingness,  and 
the  sky  reaches  beyond  forever  into  the  stars. 

Soon  the  sky  becomes  pink  with  the  coming  of  day.  The  air  is  getting  warmer,  as  if  some  person  from  the 
clouds  had  breathed  warm  life  into  the  world  around  me,  which  a  few  hours  ago  was  dark,  cold  and  lifeless.  I 
watch  the  sun's  rays  sparkle  on  the  water  and  gleam  off  the  rocky  mountain  tops.  I  feel  a  sadness  now  that  is 
so  deep,  I  almost  cannot  bear  it.  As  I  watch  the  night  disappearing  I  think  about  tomorrow,  what  will  happen.  I 
am  scared.  Many  people  in  my  town  are  scared,  too,  but  for  a  different  reason.  They  lock  their  doors  at  night. 
I  am  not  scared  of  the  person  who  murdered  Mr.  Nelson.  I  am  scared  of  life  without  him. 


Callie  Freeman 

Clinton  Elementary 
Clinton  -  Grade  8 

This  Is  Me 

I'll  say  old  lines  from  movies 

and  never  miss  Halloween 

I'll  take  dance  lessons 

if  I  forget  the  Macarena 

might  even  wear  fuchsia  on  Thursday 

and  listen  to  Nirvana 

kiss  under  mistletoe 

stay  in  touch  with  friends 

don't  miss  bingo  night 

and  win  a  few  bucks 

then  I'll  blow  it  on  my  fuchsia  clothes 

of  course 

my  heart  will  be  young  and  free 

I'll  defy  the  rules 

and  watch  cartoons 

eat  ice  cream  and  popcorn  for  dinner 

and  paint  my  nails 

I'll  scream  if  I  want  to 

for  no  reason  at  all 

put  ranch  on  pizza 

and  mayonnaise  on  my  cookies 

I'll  stay  up  past  two 

but  never  once  say  I'm  too  old 

to  have  fun  or  dream  of  Tom  Cruise 

this  is  what  I'll  do 

this  is  me 


"Leo" 

Sandy  Pack 

Sheridan  High  School 
Sheridan  -  Grade  12 


Kirstin  Halbert 

Custer  County  District  High  School 
Miles  City  -  Grade  9 

Rebel  With  More  Than  One  Cause 

I  strive  for  variety  -  in  a  world  that  strives  for  conformity 

I  struggle  to  be  kind  -  in  a  world  full  of  vengeance 

I  wish  to  be  wise  -  in  a  world,  that  while  educated,  is  no  longer  learned 

I  work  for  peace  -  in  a  world  torn  by  war 

I  cry  out  for  expression  -  in  a  world  taught  discretion 

I  pray  for  perseverance  -  in  a  world  that's  essentially  lazy 

I  strain  for  sensitivity  -  in  a  world  that  sets  brother  against  brother 

I  delight  in  being  different  -  in  a  world  that  deplores  dissimilarity 
I  need  to  be  needed  -  in  a  world  where  need  is  ever  present,  but  never  allowed 
I  hope  to  be  generous  -  in  a  world  that  requires  you  take 
I  fight  to  be  free  -  in  a  world  where  ball  and  chain  shackle  every  ankle 
I  crave  compassion  -  in  a  world  cultivated  for  survival  of  the  fittest 

I  demand  to  be  me  -  in  a  world  that  wants  me  to  be  you. 
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Caitlin  Dow 

Hawthorne  School 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

N  No! 

U  Unnecessary 
C  Continuously  killing  people 
L  Little  boy 
E  Explosion 
A  Army 
R  Radiation 

W  Why? 
A  August  6,  1945 
R  Running  for  their  lives. 


Sierra  Mandelko 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  12 

Ebony  Sunrise 

You  can  hear  the  incessant  drip  of 
stagnant  water.  It  turns  into  icy 
fingers  of  emerald  algae  as  it  slides 
down  ancient  walls  of  mud.  It  is  an 
isolated  swamp  in  the  middle  of  the 
world.  And  the  outside  knows  nothing 
of  the  impenetrable  dark. 

The  river  ran  red  beneath  bridges 
of  silence.  A  place  where  armies 
marched  unrestrained  yet  uniform.  Chasing 
people  whom  they  thought  were  rabid, 
who  had  never  hurt  anyone,  anything,  not 
even  a  fly. 


The  fountain  once  spoke  with  an  aspen's 
voice.  It  mirrored  opalescent  reflections 
of  dancers  into  your  head.  It  is  now 
a  shallow  brown  pool  with  an  acrid 
smell.  What  once  ran  white  is  now 
black.  Kept  alive  on  wild  hate, 
sickness,  and  death. 

Do  those  soldiers  hear  the  voices 
they  left  behind?  Can  they  not  see  the 
blood-shot  eyes  of  death,  or  do  they 
march  on  because  of  orders?  For  fear 
of  what  could  happen  to  them.  Could  they 
not  think?  Fighting  for  something  they  had 
long  forgotten  the  meaning  of.  Bring  on  the 
ebony  sunrise. 


Aaron  Downs 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  12 


For  Members  Only 


Grandpa  always  talks  about  the  second  world  war 

about  the  men  he  served  with 

the  men  who  fought  for  freedom 

the  hardships  each  had  to  overcome. 

In  the  ramblings  of  what  now  comes  from  an  old  blind  man 

history  is  unveiled  in  a  melting  pot  of  emotions  and  memories. 

For  Grandpa  Veteran's  Day  isn't  just  another  day. 

It's  a  day  to  honor  the  men  who  died  for  their  country, 

a  day  to  bring  back  memories  of  the  past. 

My  grandfather  and  others  like  him  are  not  just  relics  of  old 

they  are  American  treasures. 


Not  every  man  would  die  for  his  country 

but  the  ones  who  did  should  not  be  forgotten. 

He  still  has  a  few  souvenirs  from  the  war, 

the  scars  that  take  the  place  of  his  eyes, 

a  limp  from  a  stray  bullet, 

memories  that  still  haunt  his  dreams. 

Grandpa  is  better  than  a  documentary  or  book  on  the  war. 

History  is  locked  up  inside  of  this  brave  man, 

and  the  keys  to  unlock  it  are  questions  and  time. 

We  are  members  of  an  elite  society, 

The  Land  of  the  Free  and  the  Home  of  the  Brave. 


Jesse  Arneson 

Poison  High  School 
Poison  -  Grade  10 


Wait 

One  child  is  starving  while  you  enjoy 
Rice  and  meat 

Let's  work  together  to  repair  the 
Damage 

Hungry 
Upset 

Non-deserving  people  starve 
Greedy,  spoiled 
Engrossed  humans  bathe  in 
Rich  white  sauce. 


Schaun  Lingohr 

Castle  Rock  Middle  School 
Billings  -  Grade  7 


My  family  is  a  burned  out  scented  candle 
melted  down  by  divorce. 

My  mom  is  the  smoldering  wick 
always  trying  to  start  up  again 
but  never  quite  making  it. 

My  dad  is  the  melted  wax 

moving  on  and  taking  a  different  shape. 

My  sister  is  the  scent  of  the  candle 

adding  spunk  to  our  family  and  never  going 

away. 

And  I  am  the  candle^ick, 
the  man  of  the  family 

trying  to  hold  everything  in  its  place.  gjj 


D 


Olivia  B.  Williamson 

St.  Labre  Indian  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  1 1 


Carina  Acosta 

Ennis  Junior  High 
Ennis  -  Grade  8 


Dangerous  Minds 

Molly  Hoggins  sat  on  the  subway  going  Downtown.  She  saw  a  girl  that  she  knew  went  to  her  school 
sitting  further  down  the  car.  Catching  her  eye,  Molly  smiled  and  waved.  The  girl  walked  over  and 
sat  down  next  to  Molly. 
"Hi!"  said  the  girl.  "I've  seen  you  in  Mrs.  Luann's  class.  My  name  is  Rachel." 

"Hi,"  said  Molly.  "I'm  headed  for  the  downtown  district.  It's  nice  to  have  someone  to  talk  to  on  this  long 
ride." 

As  the  girls  sat  on  the  swaying  subway  car,  their  conversation  got  more  and  more  serious. 
Rachel,  looking  troubled,  said,  "My  boyfriend  really  wants  me  to  sleep  with  him;  but  I  don't  know  if  it's  a 
good  idea.  I'm  only  sixteen." 

"I'm  not  going  to  tell  you  what  choices  to  make,"  said  Molly,  "but  let  me  tell  you  a  story.  I  know  a  girl 
who  three  years  ago  also  had  a  boyfriend  who  wanted  to  sleep  with  her.  She  decided  to  go  for  it,  even  though 
she  was  scared  of  getting  pregnant.  But,  her  boyfriend  told  her  he'd  take  care 
of  everything.  A  couple  months  later  she  found  out  she  was  pregnant.  She 
was  scared  but  happy  at  the  same  time.  She  figured  a  baby  wouldn't  change 
her  life  much  but  would  be  someone  to  love  and  play  with.  But  soon  she  felt 
sick  every  day  when  she  went  to  school.  She  missed  more  and  more  classes 
as  she  threw  up  in  the  bathroom  several  hours  a  day.  The  last  month  she  was 
pregnant  she  felt  so  tired  all  the  time  that  she  kept  falling  asleep  in  class. 
After  she  had  the  baby  she  missed  another  month  of  school  because  she  had 
some  problems  during  labor.  The  doctor  told  her  it  was  because  she  wasn't 
getting  enough  rest.  The  school  told  her  she  missed  too  many  days  of  school 
that  year  and  she  would  have  to  repeat  it.  That  summer  she  got  two  jobs  to 
help  with  expenses  for  the  baby.  Her  aunt  took  care  of  the  baby  sometimes 
and  other  times  she  had  to  put  the  baby  in  daycare.  She  was  sad  because  her 
dream  of  time  to  be  with  the  baby  wasn't  happening.  But  she  was  still  deter- 
mined to  go  to  school  in  the  fall  so  that  she 
could  get  her  high  school  diploma  and  go  on 
to  college.  It  was  the  only  way  she  would  be 
able  to  give  her  daughter  a  good  living." 

Molly  paused  slightly  before  continuing,  "She  started  school  again.  After 
school  she  had  to  run  to  her  afternoon  and  evening  job.  When  she  got  home  at 
1 1 :00,  then  she  studied.  She  never  saw  her  baby  awake.  But  she  figured  it 
would  all  be  worth  it  as  soon  as  she  got  her  degree.  One  day  she  had  to  take 
her  SAT  tests  so  that  she  could  apply  for  a  college.  It  was  Saturday  and  the 
daycare  was  closed.  Her  aunt  was  out  of  town.  She  tried  to  get  someone  to  sit 
with  her  daughter  but  everyone  was  busy  or  sick.  At  the  last  minute  she 
decided  to  take  her  baby  with  her  and  try  to  take  the  test  anyway.  They 
wouldn't  let  her  in  with  the  baby.  So  she  had  to  reschedule  the  tests  for  the 
next  fall  which  meant  she  wouldn't  be  able  to  apply  for  college  for  another 
year.  She  was  very  scared  that  if  she  spent  a  year  out  of  school  she  would 
never  go  back." 

The  subway  pulled  to  a  stop.  "Here's  my  stop,"  said  Molly.  "It's  been  nice 
talking  to  you.  Good  luck  with  whatever  you  decide." 
As  Molly  got  off  the  subway,  Rachel  turned  to  wave  to  her  out  the  window. 
She  had  enjoyed  talking  to  her  even  though  Molly  seemed  sort  of  sad.  Molly  didn't  turn  to  wave  goodbye, 
though.  She  went  over  to  a  woman  who  had  a  small  girl  in  her  arms.  As  the  subway  pulled  out  of  the  station, 
Rachel  saw  Molly  pick  up  the  child  and  hug  her  as  they  walked  off  together. 


Charles  B.  Murray  Elementary 
Sheridan  -  Grade  4 


Brianne  Frost 

Monforton  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  6 

Wind 


The  cold  winter  wind 

Touches  my  cheeks 

And  freezes  my  nose, 

So  it  looks  like  a  cherry  pop. 


I  watch  the  leaves 
Ruffle  like  rain. 
It  waves  my  hair 
Like  the  sea. 


It  whispers  in  my  ear 
When  I  listen  closely. 
It  chills  my  spine 
With  its  gentle  voice. 


I  paint  a  picture, 

In  my  mind, 

Of  an  eagle  flying, 

With  the  wind  as  its  guide. 


I  see  dust  floating 
Around  in  the  wind. 
I  hear  my  jacket 
Smacking  behind  me. 


I  fall  asleep 
To  the  whistling  wind. 
It  sounds  like  music, 
In  the  morning  it  is  gone. 


Andrea  Olson 

Lone  Rock  Elementary  School 
Stevensville  -  Grade  2 


Danielle  Cadieux 

C.  S.  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  7 


My  Happiness 


My  happiness 
is  to  hear  the  horses 
neighing  and  smell 
the  pine  trees  and  feel 
the  breezes  at  my 
secret  hiding  place. 
And  Willy  I  hear 
barking  out  in  the 
trees  and  Scotty  is 
always  with  Willy 
there.  And  I  like 
watching  the  horses 
gallop  and  I 
like  to  see  their 
blue  eyes. 


Up  By  the  Moon 


I  live  in  Miami,  Florida 
where  the  trees  speak 
for  themselves  by 
the  wind  ruffling  their 
leaves  to  calm  me 
as  I  lay,  my 
red  hair  flowing  in 
the  wind  just  waiting 
for  a  hurricane 
to  bring  up  a  gust 
of  wind  to  make 
my  hair  go  wild 
once  more. 


Kevin  W.  Halverson 

Choteau  High  School 
Choteau  -  Grade  10 


Chris  Batey 

Frank  Brattin  Middle  School 
Colstrip  -  Grade  8 

"Tow  that  I  look  back  on  it,  I  realize  how  much 
/  ^/  I  really  liked  my  dad.  However,  I  can't  tell 
X   T  him  that  now.  I  wish  I  could,  though.  I  think 
for  the  most  part,  the  reason  that  I  disliked  him  is 
because  he  was  paralyzed.  I  can't  remember  when  he 
wasn't.  However,  he  used  to  play  around  with  me 
when  I  was  younger.  But  it  may  have  never  hap- 
pened. 

He  came  home  paralyzed  during  the  war  after  his 
jeep  wrecked,  paralyzing  him.  I  was  only  three.  One 
thing  I  remember  about  him  is  that  he  was  always 
there  for  me.  He  may  not  have  been  able  to  play 
football  with  me,  but  he  always  had  a  bit  of  advice  or 
a  shoulder  to  cry  on.  He  was  very  close  to  young 
children  and  animals.  He  would  just  sit  in  the  park 
sometimes  and  watch  the  children  play,  at  ease  within 
himself.  He  was  a  sun,  spreading  light  to  our  family 
and  others  around  him. 

My  mother  loved  him  to  the  end  and  will  always 
love  him  and  only  him.  My  mother  had  intended  for  a 
big  family  because  that  is  what  she  had  grown  up  in. 
However,  after  my  father  was  hurt,  I  would  be  an 
only  child.  My  mother  never  remarried  and  never 
longed  to.  However,  I  longed  for  a  father.  I  needed  a 
father  that  could  run  and  play  games.  So  most  of  my 
childhood  was  spent  at  my  friends'  houses.  Being 
around  their  families  made  me  feel  like  I,  too,  had  a 
dad. 

My  father  knew  that  I  longed  for  a  real  father: 
one  who  would  grab  me  and  tickle  me,  ruffling  my 
hair,  teasing  me,  and  the  like.  However,  the  war  did 
much  more  to  my  dad  than  paralyze  him.  That's 
something  that's  unexplainable.  He  usually  just  sat 
by  our  bay  window  and  looked  out  in  deep  thought. 
He  was  scarred  for  life  from  what  he  saw  in  just  a 
short  time  there. 


Around  my  seventeenth  birthday,  dad  became 
sick.  The  doctors  said  it  was  cancer.  I  really  don't 
remember  much  about  what  happened,  just  the 
diagnosis  and  his  death.  It's  really  not  like  a  fairy  tale 
where  he  dies  in  his  sleep.  He  died  in  extreme  pain. 
That  always  gets  me  how  he  was  in  such  excruciating 
pain  but  still  found  it  in  himself  to  deal  with  my 
questions.  I  think  the  entire  three  weeks  he  was  in  the 
hospital  I  only  visited  him  five  or  six  times.  Now  it 
seems  selfish  to  me  not  to  have  spent  as  much  time  as 
possible  with  him... but  I  was  young  and  dumb  and 
resented  my  disabled  father  for  what  could  not  be 
changed.  Now  it  hurts  me  to  think  of  how  bad  it  must 
have  hurt  to  have  his  own  child  not  like  him.  Now  I 
think  of  how  badly  I  treated  my  own  father,  my  own 
flesh  and  blood,  and  it  makes  me  sad  that  I  put  my 
father  through  what  I  did. 


Carli  Taylor 

Hellgate  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  10 


50 


Expectations 

I  expected  something  different 
of  the  night  I  met  you. 
It  seems  funny  and  strange  now 
as  I  look  back: 


I  visualized  a  starry  night, 

I  pictured  you  in  that  tie-dye  shirt 

and  your  hair  would  be  down 

so  I  could  play  with  it 

and  know  what  it  feels  like. 

We  would  be  full  of  jokes  and  laughter, 
secret  kisses, 
and  shy  smiles. 

Just  like  any  other  high  school  love. 

Or  some  tragedy  would  bring  us  together, 
through  tears  we  would  hold  hands, 
and  promise  each  other  forever. 
And  that  seems  crazy,  knowing  you  now 
how  I  didn't  know  you  then. 

With  you  I  am  not  nervous, 
quiet  maybe,  but  not  shy. 

Before  I  had  always  thought  you  wild  or  dangerous, 
but  now  I  can  think  of  no  safer  place 
than  with  you. 

Why  does  this  feel  so  different 
than  I  expected  it  to  feel? 

I  know  relationships  are  as  different  as  snowflakes 
but  knowing  you  and  knowing  me, 
I  can't  believe  I'm  feeling  this  way: 


I  feel  angelic. 

I  feel  satisfied. 

Not  secret  and  flirty, 

not  tragic  and  teary, 

(like  I  had  expected) 

but  overwhelmed  by  the  aura  of  you. 

I  am  engulfed  by  you, 
but  not  powerless. 
I  am  contented  in  knowing 
that  your  eyes  love  mine. 

You  are  beautiful 

and  I  am  not  scared. 

I  had  expected  something  different, 

but  now  I  wouldn't  have  it 

any  other  way. 

Hold  me  and  I'll  kiss  you. 
We  don't  need  the  stars 
or  that  tie-dye  shirt, 
this  is  so  new  and  so  fresh 
and  we  are  unpredictable. 


Ben  Sorensen 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whtiehall  -  Grade  12 


Horse  Made  for  Two 


On  top  of  a  ridge 
astride  his  blue  roan, 
sits  an  old  cowboy, 
proud  but  alone. 

His  clothes  are  of  denim, 

his  spurs  made  of  steel, 

the  saddle  he  rides  in, 

is  scarred  from  many  an  ordeal. 

The  face  fits  the  pattern, 
weathered  and  worn, 
deeply  tanned  and  hardened, 
strong,  yet  forlorn. 

Beneath  the  old  Stetson, 
sits  a  pair  of  blue  eyes, 
that  burn  clear  and  steady, 
honest  and  wise. 

With  a  touch  of  his  rein, 
they  move  down  the  slope, 
and  quickly  he  moves, 
to  shake  out  his  rope. 

The  calf  that  he's  spotted, 
is  small,  white  and  red, 
standing  alone, 
by  this  mother,  now  dead. 

"By  the  size  of  this  boy, 
a  rope  I'll  not  need," 
he  thinks  to  himself, 
as  he  dismounts  the  steed. 

Slowly  he  walks, 
expecting  a  chase, 
but  the  calf  doesn't  move, 
must  be  too  cold  to  race. 


Jordan  Jarmoski 

Edna  Thomas  Middle  School 
Corvallis  -  Grade  6 


Over  the  small  body, 
a  blanket  he  drapes, 
and  picks  up  the  calf, 
in  a  gentle  embrace. 


Now  back  in  the  saddle, 
they  make  quite  a  sight, 
galloping  home, 
in  the  day's  fading  light. 


Casey  Campbell 

Lincoln  High  School 
Lincoln  -  Grade  9 


TITith  his  tongue  rising  and  falling  like  a  yo-yo,  Harvey  cavorts  into  my  reverie  whenever  I  glance  toward  the  hillside 
f  f  in  which  he  rests. 

I  can  remember  when  he  was  a  puppy,  he  could  hear  me  coming  out  of  the  house  and  be  leaping  toward  me  before  I 
could  even  close  the  door.  The  little  energizer  bunny  would  circle  and  circle  me  until  he  staggered  like  he  was  at  the  bar 
all  night.  When  I  would  walk  past  him,  he  would  follow  me  wherever  I  went.  He  was  my  best  friend  because  I  could 
carry  on  long  conversations  with  him  and  he  would  never  interrupt.  His  little  German  Shepherd  face  always  showed 
approval,  no  matter  what  I  said  or  what  mood  I  was  in. 

Harvey  was  a  well-behaved  dog.  He  did  make  mistakes  when  he  was  young,  but  after  he  did  and  he  figured  out  that 
what  he  had  done  was  wrong,  he  never  did  them  again.  Harvey  also  knew  many  tricks.  His  favorite  was  fetch  and  he 
could  always  find  the  stick,  frisbee,  or  ball  wherever  I  threw  it.  He  could  play  all  day  and  never  get  tired  of  it. 

Every  person  who  knew  Harvey  called  him  my  dad's  long,  lost  son.  Harvey  was  always  with  my  family  wherever 
we  went.  He  would  go  with  my  dad  to  work  every  day,  rain  or  shine,  sitting  proudly  next  to  him  inside  the  cab  when  the 
weather  was  bad,  and  in  the  back  of  the  truck,  ears  flapping  in  the  wind,  when  it  was  nice. 

One  day  when  he  was  about  nine,  we  noticed  a  lump  on  his  chest.  He  had  recently  been  kicked  by  a  horse,  so  we 
thought  it  was  an  injury  caused  by  the  horse's  flailing  hoof.  Instead  of  healing  and  getting  smaller  like  most  injuries  do,  it 
kept  getting  bigger  every  day. 

Two  months  after  we  noticed  the  lump,  we  took  him  to  the  veterinarian.  01'  Harv  seemed  to  know  that  we  were 
going  to  the  veterinarian  because  he  whined  and  tried  to  hide  the  whole  way  there.  We  were  told  that  it  was  cancer,  but 
that  it  could  be  removed.  The  only  thing  was  that  the  cancer  could  come  back  and  spread  to  other  parts  of  his  body.  Of 
course,  we  went  ahead  and  had  the  lump  removed. 

Harvey  recovered  nicely  from  the  surgery,  but  three  months  later  the  lump  came  back.  We  took  him  back  to  the 
veterinarian  and  the  doctor  said  that  the  cancer  had  returned.  Unfortunately  it  would  keep  coming  back  if  we  chose  to 
have  it  removed  again. 

Harvey  started  losing  weight  and  could  barely  walk.  My  family  tearfully  decided  that  the  best  thing  to  do  would  be 
to  not  let  him  suffer.  One  dreary  morning  my  dad  took  Harvey  to  the  veterinarian  and  had  him  put  to  sleep.  My  dad  said 
that  it  was  the  only  time  he  had  cried  in  over  thirty  years. 

We  got  a  new  dog  and  named  him  Barney.  He  reminds  me  of  Harvey  in  many  ways,  but  Harvey  will  always  be 
number  one  in  my  heart.  Many  nights  before  I  go  to  bed,  I  think  of  Harvey  and  it  brings  tears  to  my  eyes.  Now  he  rests  at 
the  top  of  our  hill,  faithfully  guarding  over  the  valley. 


Ben  Sawyer 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  1 1 


Silver  Tongue 


Truth  may  be  the  purest  coin, 

With  which  to  pay  your  debts, 

Or  leave  your  mark  upon  this  earth, 

And  die  with  no  regrets. 

Yes,  truth  may  fill  your  life  with  peace, 

And  set  your  spirit  free! 

But  I,  I  find  a  silver  tongue, 

Is  coin  enough  for  me. 


A  twisted  truth  will  pay  the  debts, 

Straight  truth  could  never  touch, 

Yet  still  maintain  the  honor  flown, 

Beyond  a  liar's  clutch. 

Half  truths  can  cloud  a  noble  heart, 

Or  let  a  fool  take  lead, 

And  I,  I  find  my  silver  tongue, 

Makes  true  the  truths  I  need. 


A  lie  may  be  the  blackest  coin, 
Your  coffers  ever  hold. 
It  paves  the  way  to  hell,  it's  said, 
And  let's  your  heart  grow  cold. 
White  lies,  they  say,  are  coffin  nails, 
Black  scars  upon  your  name, 
But  I,  I  find  my  silver  tongue. 
Maintains  my  claim  to  fame. 


And  so,  beholding  to  my  tongue, 
I  pay  my  debts  at  last 
And  still  reserve  that  gleaming  coin, 
Of  truth  that  was  my  past, 
But  as  I  search  within  my  soul, 
To  find  that  unpaid  fee, 
Alas  I  find  my  silver  tongue, 
Has  stolen  it  from  me. 


Levi  George 

Central  School 
Helena  -  Grade  2 


Tara  Miller 

Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  8 

Untitled 


A  raven  perches 
Deep  in  the  forest 
Where  the  light  barely  shines 
Through  the  giant  sycamore  trees. 
There  the  black  huckleberries  grow 
And  the  black  and  blue  mouthed  children 
Stuff  their  faces  with  berries 
?- -    .  As  the  raven  awaits  its  turn. 


Vernell  White  Woman 

St.  Labre  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  10 

The 

Proud 

Wind 

He  picks  up 
his  speed, 
blowing  everything 
in  his  path 
away. 

He  knows  he 
will  be 

like  his  brothers 

one 

day 

a  hurricane. 


Nicole  Ducheneaux 

St.  Labre  School 
Ashland  -  Grade  10 

The  Grave  Sight 

I  stand  here  alone  watching  her  being  covered  in  dirt. 
Thump,  thump,  thump... 

I'm  alone  but  at  the  same  time,  surrounded  by  loved  ones. 
That's  kind  of  strange. 
Strange  but  true. 

There  are  so  many  people  around  to  talk  with. 

It's  sort  of  ironic  because  the  only  person  I  want  to  talk  with 

can't  talk  back. 

Why  is  the  sun  shining  so  brightly  on  such  a  gloomy  day? 

Maybe  it's  because  she  feels  free  like  the  eagle  soaring  in  the  clouds. 

I  see  where  her  body  is  but  I  can't  picture  it  in  my  head, 

where  the  rest  of  her  memories  live  already. 

The  two  just  don't  go  together. 

I  guess  seeing  isn't  always  believing. 

Right  now  I  feel  like  thin  glass. 

If  anything  or  anyone  touches  me,  my  emotions  will  shatter  into  a  million 
tears 

Each  tear  representing  a  memory  of  her. 

That  is  why  I  stand  here  alone,  watching  her  being  covered  in  dirt. 
Thump,  thump,  thump... 


John  Birdinground 

Lodge  Grass  High  School 
Lodge  Grass  -  Grade  1 1 


Jennifer  Nettik 

Billings  West  High 
Billings  -  Grade  12 

Face 


Kirsten  Jensen 

Forsyth  High  School 
Forsyth  -  Grade  12 

Mandatory  Option 

They  say  it's  my  life,  my  dreams, 

maybe  through  their  eyes  it  seems 

They've  given  me  a  choice, 

yet  they  disregard  my  voice, 

And  say  it's  my  decision, 

but  question  its  precision. 

They  ask  for  my  opinion, 

but  it  falls  outside  their  dominion. 

They  say  run,  be  free 

but  they  won't  let  go  of  me. 


Troy  Satterthwait 

Forsyth  High  School 
Forsyth  -  Grade  1 1 


A  Treatise: 

My  Life,  What  I  Was,  Am,  and  Shall  Come  to  Be 


O ome  say  that  clothes  make  the  man,  others  say  that  a  man  is  only  as  good  as  his  word.  I'm  not  sure  who  is  right,  but  maybe 
kJ  as  I  think  it  over  and  take  down  my  thoughts,  I  can  put  myself  a  little  closer  to  the  answer. 

My  earliest  childhood  memories  are  clouded  in  the  primordial  mists  appropriate  with  the  beginnings  of  a  human  life.  I 
look  at  pictures  of  my  infant  self  from  time  to  time  and  find  my  own  face  to  be  a  foreign  sight.  As  we  grow  and  mature,  we 
sometimes  look  back  at  our  pasts  and,  in  the  face  of  all  the  evidence,  dismiss  the  possibility  that  we  could  have  ever  been  that 
silly,  immature,  or  any  other  number  of  labels  we  use  to  force  ourselves  to  change  into  what  we  would  have  ourselves  to  be. 

My  earliest  cognitive  memories  that  stay  with  me  probably  started  around  the  age  of  two.  As  a  young  boy,  I  spent  my  days 
on  a  family  ranch  with  my  aunt  and  uncle,  both  now  deceased.  The  children  who  spent  their  respective  days  there  as  well  had 
been  with  me  since  before  any  of  us  could  remember.  Because  we  had  begun  in  this  completely  unbiased  state  of  childhood,  we 
all  existed  in  complete  harmony  and  acceptance,  and  for  the  four  or  five  years  I  spent  in  this  place  I  was  completely  happy,  and 
totally  at  peace.  Unfortunately,  a  steady  diet  of  tolerance  mislead  me  as  to  what  the  real  world  would  be  like  once  I  arrived. 

Historically,  the  Satterthwait  family  genetics  dictate  gross  obesity  from  birth  to  the  early  teens,  and  I  was  no  exception.  I 
found  that  even  the  relatively  sheltered  world  I  lived  in  could  be  cruel  and  vicious,  especially  the  children  of  this  world.  I 
believe  that  this  defined  a  cornerstone  of  my  personality,  a  state  of  mind,  if  you  will,  that  continues  to  this  day.  People,  no 
matter  how  integral  to  society  they  may  appear,  are  not  necessary  if  they  take  pleasure  from  hurting  one  another.  Simply  stated, 
when  the  establishment  ( in  this  case,  the  ones  we  call  popular)  injures  you,  you  must  reject  it.  When  I  found  myself  on  the 
outside  looking  in,  I  believe  that  I  found  refuge  in  society's  rules,  what  we  are  all  taught  is  "the  right  thing".  I  probably 
believed  that  if  I  became  the  model  citizen,  society  would  rubber  stamp  me  as  "suitable",  even  though  my  generation,  for  the 
time  being,  had  completely  rejected  me. 

The  basic  vindictiveness  of  human  kind  often  leads  people  to  strike  at  another  in  response  to  the  afflictions  others  have 
given  them.  This  leads  to  such  things  as  the  harassment  of  Freshmen  as  a  tradition,  but  some  see  this  as  becoming  the  monster 
they  once  feared.  My  experience  told  me  that  this  was  the  case.  If  I  looked  for  some  personal  version  of  social  revenge,  I  would 
be  the  same  as  those  who  found  me  to  be  beneath  them,  and  if  I  couldn't  say  I  was  a  little  bigger  than  my  personal  monsters,  I 
would  really  have  nothing. 

As  I  moved  up  through  the  grades,  I  devoted  myself  to  my  studies.  They  filled  in  the  gaps  and  gave  me  an  arena  where  I 
could  do  something  to  prove  myself,  in  some  small  way,  to  anyone  who  happened  to  notice.  I  succeeded  as  far  as  the  plan  went, 
but  no  matter  what  I  did,  I  found  it  mattered  little.  I  found  out  the  popular  majority  have  an  almost  supernatural  grasp  on  reality. 
Academics  seemed  to  elude  a  better  part  of  the  crowd,  so  they  made  them  unimportant,  and  unpopular,  effectively  sweeping  my 
already  minor  victories  under  the  rug.  But,  for  some  reason,  I  never  quit  trying. 

What  would  have  to  have  been  about  the  middle  of  my  eighth  grade  year  came  and  a  side  far  away  from  my  cold,  me- 
chanical past  was  suddenly  thrown  into  action.  A  more  social,  almost  artistic  theme  began  within  me.  I  really  couldn't  give  a 
single  tangible  example,  but  the  state  of  mind  was  there.  I  suddenly  began  to  care  about  how  I  looked  to  other  people.  I  don't 
mean  to  say  I  had  been  a  slob  in  the  past,  but  at  that  point  I  began  to  choose  my  clothes  with  more  care,  and  that  summer  I 
started  to  wear  contact  lenses  instead  of  my  practically,  but  never  stylishly  selected,  coke  bottle  glasses.  In  my  eighth  grade 
year  I  sang  and  participated  in  Academic  Olympics,  but  my  Freshman  year  was  truly  a  renaissance  in  my  personal  develop- 
ment. The  idea  of  taking  a  study  hall  was  never  even  considered.  My  classes  were  all  challenging  and  academically  valuable, 
filled  with  Juniors  and  Seniors,  and  I  always  established  myself  as  one  of  the  more  serious  and  dedicated  students  in  atten- 
dance. Then  I  began  to  move  into  the  extracurricular  world.  Almost  by  mistake  I  enrolled  in  Speech  and  Drama,  and  1  signed  on 
to  the  fall  play,  and  instantly  I  could  feel  myself  come  alive  inside.  My  speech  team  and  the  play  casts  became  a  family  to  me. 
They  welcomed  me  and  appreciated  me  for  who  I  was  and  what  I  found  I  could  do.  They  gave  me  a  place  to  go,  something  to 
work  toward,  and  a  group  to  be  a  part  of,  and  I  don't  believe  that  I  would  like  what  I  would  have  become  without  them. 

This  seems  to  be  myself  in  a  nutshell.  Please  understand,  there  is  much  more,  but  I  think  this  should  be  enough  to  allow 
you  to  begin  to  understand  my  basic  workings.  I  am  not  sure  the  reader  will  find  this  dialogue  entertaining  in  the  least,  or  even 
appropriate,  but  1  do  believe  that  it  has  satisfied  my  purpose,  and  perhaps  even  led  me  to  understand  myself  a  little  better. 
Clothes  have  never  played  any  sort  of  role  in  my  personal  development,  and  my  word  is  important,  but  never  the  deciding 
factor  in  what  I  have  become.  Growing  as  a  person  is  all  about  what  life  gives  you,  and  what  you  decide  to  do  with  what  you 
get.  Ultimately,  we  are  all  responsible.  Life  can  be  cruel,  and  life  can  be  hard,  but  in  the  end,  you  are  the  only  one  to  blame,  and 
the  only  one  to  cheer  for. 


Good  luck. 


Erin  Robertson 

North  Middle  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  8 


Randi  Lovec 

Carter  County  High  School 
Ekalaka  -  Grade  9 

Somehow 

She  lies  on  the  bed 

her  face  pale  like  a  ghost, 

Her  lips  red. 

You  touch  her  skinny  fingers. 

And  somehow  and  you  don't  know  how, 

A  light  glares 

and  the  window  opens. 

The  room  turns  cold, 

And  somehow  and  you  don't  know  how, 

An  angel  tells  you  not  to  cry, 

she's  in  the  clouds, 

dreaming  sweet  dreams. 

And  somehow  and  you  don't  know  how, 

you  know. 

Before  you  fall  to  the  floor, 

the  angel  kisses  your  head. 

And  somehow  and  you  don't  know  how, 

it  will  be  all  right. 


Robin  Dean 

Whitehall  High  School 
Whitehall  -  Grade  1 1 


Music  to  the 
Unheard  Ears 


I  walked  into  the  white  room  defined  with  blue 
flickering  lights  and  short  walls.The  sanitary  scent 
cleared  my  head  for  a  brief  moment.  I  sat  in  the 
nearest  chair  by  the  door.  Two  pairs  of  unsettling 
eyes  glanced  at  me  while  I  crossed  my  legs  and 
crouched  my  body  as  if  I  was  hiding  somehow.  The 
eyes  turned  to  each  other  now,  and  I  returned  to  my 
own  thoughts  without  anyone  watching  me.  I  lied  to 
myself  and  told  me  that  this  was  no  big  deal.  This 
would  be  done  in  an  hour,  and  I  could  go  home  and 
go  back  to  living  my  life. 

"Shall  we  begin?"  the  woman  asked  impatiently, 
not  meaning  it  to  be  a  question. 

"Okay,"  I  replied. 

Introducing  me  to  the  curious  guy,  she  moved  her 
hands  in  a  rhythmic,  yet  perplexing  manner.  I  wished 
she  would  say  what  she  was  intending  the  man  to 
hear,  so  I  wasn't  left  in  the  dark  completely.  But 
then  I  changed  my  mind  and  decided  I  didn't  care 
either  way.  I  just  wanted  to  get  out  of  there. 

His  blue,  confused  eyes  looked 
back  at  me,  and  I  put  on  my  fake 
smile.  I  was  thinking  of  all  the 
things  I  needed  to  get  done 
when  I  got  home. 
Clean  my 
room, 
take 
care  of 
the  kitty 

litter,  practice  my 
flute — 

"...and  this  is  Ted.  He  says  he  is  very  pleased  to 
meet  you.  He  hopes  you  feel  the  same  way  about 
him." 

"Uh,  what?  Oh  yeah,  sure." 

"Well?  What  would  you  like  to  ask  Ted?  Or  are 
we  all  just  wasting  our  time?" 

I  looked  at  Ted,  praying  he  didn't  read  her  lips. 
"Well. ..I  don't  know,  I've  never  done  this  before. 
What  should  I  ask?  What  do  people  usually  ask?" 


"The  same  exact  questions  you  just  did,"  she  said 
smiling.  Finally  this  old  snag  was  lightening  up.  I 
looked  up  at  the  ceiling,  as  if  expecting  to  find  some 
answers.  Answers  to  the  questions  I  should  ask. 

"I  don't  know.. .urn... what's  it  like?" 

Her  hands  moved  again.  Then  his.  Then  she 
replied,  "He  says  it's  very  quiet." 

"Oh."  No,  duh,  it's  quiet.  "He  hears  absolutely 
nothing?" 

Hands  moved.  "Yes." 

"Man,  that's  gotta  suck." 

"No.  Ted  says  just  because  he  can't  hear,  doesn't 
mean  he  can't  see  better  than  anyone  else.  He  relies 
on  his  sight  more.  He  can  see  things  most  people 
can't." 

"Like  what?" 

"He  says  he  can  see  the  little  things.  Like  what 
someone  really  wants,  if  they  are  lying,  if  they  are 
happy,  if  they  are  missing  their  loved  one.  Like  the 
way  you  sit  in  that  chair.  He  can  tell  you  don't  want 
to  be  here."  I  quickly  had  to  sit  up,  feeling  guilty.  "He 
can  see  you  have  many  things  going  on  in  your  life 
right  now.  Instead  of  hearing  the  anguish  in  your 
voice,  he  can  see  these  things." 

I  was  a  little  embarrassed,  which  I'm  sure  Ted 
could  tell,  because  he  gave  me  a  reassuring  smile. 

I  smiled  back.  This  was 


Stephanie  Hogan 

Linderman  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  7 


turning  out  to 
be. ..interesting. 
"What  are  his 
relationships  like?"  I 
asked  her. 

'Ted  wants 
you  to  ask  him  the 
questions,  not  me." 
"Sorry.  What  are 
your  personal  relationships 
like?  Are  you  in  love?  Do  you 
have  a  girlfriend?" 

"He  says  it's  hard  to  meet 
and  get  to  know  people  who  aren't  deaf. 
He  has  to  be  extra  outgoing.  This  makes  it  easier 
to  meet  people  because  they're  a  little  apprehensive 
to  begin 

with.  It  helps  if  the  person  knows  sign  language,  or 
better  yet,  is  deaf.  Then  he  can  relate  to  them  easier. 
He  has  been  involved  with  hearing  people.  He  says  it 
has  its  challenges.  But  he's  not  involved  with  anyone 
right  now."  She  paused  and  smiled.  "Ted  wants  to 
know  if  that's  an  offer." 

I  could  feel  my  face  turning  red.  I  just  smiled  in 
response. 


Lacey  Heinecke 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  1 1 


"How  long  have  you  been  deaf,  Ted?" 

"When  I  was  five,  I  lost  my  hearing  altogether.  Before  then,  I 
could  hear  a  little  bit.  I  used  to  get  earaches  all  the  time,  though." 
She  was  speaking  in  his  first  person  response  now.  I  sensed  this 

conversation  was  getting  more  intimate  by  the  minute.  This  made  me  a  bit  weary  at  first. 
"I  had  to  get  an  operation,"  she  continued.  "To  stop  the  earaches,  it  cost  me  my  hearing." 
"I'm  sorry." 

"Don't  be.  It  wasn't  your  fault.  I  should  be  the  one  who  should  say  sorry." 
"For  what,  Ted?" 

"For  taking  up  your  time.  If  you  want,  we  can  end  early,  and — " 

"No.  Don't  be  ridiculous.  I  want  to  be  here. 
Really.  I  do." 

He  smiled,  and  those  big  blue  eyes  of  his  were 
sparkling.  I  wasn't  sure  at  the  time,  but  looking 
back  at  it,  I  think  he  was  on  the  verge  of  tears.  He 
looked  so  full  of  life  at  that  very  moment.  Seeing 
my  new,  unfortunate  friend  like  this  changed  a 
small,  yet  significant  part  of  me  forever. 

Then  I  began  to  hate  myself  for  coming  across 
preoccupied  and  uncaring.  Sometimes  I  can  be  so 
rude.  I  was  cursing  myself,  wishing  that  just  once 
in  my  life  I  wouldn't  care  about  me  and  my  petty 
issues. 

"What's  wrong?" 

"Nothing.  Ted?  Can  you  teach  me?" 
"Teach  you  what?" 
"How  to  see  things.  I  need  to  know." 
"Yes.  But  it  will  take  more  time  than  just 
today." 

"That's  fine." 

"Really?  You  don't  mind  coming  again  to  see 
me?" 

"Of  course  not." 

"Okay!"  He  paused.  "There's  one  condition, 
though.  You  must  tell  me  what  music  sounds  like." 

I  began  to  speak,  but  stopped.  What  does 
music  sound  like?  How  am  I  supposed  to  tell  a 
deaf  guy  this?  How  could  I  possibly  describe 
something  I've  taken  advantage  of  all  my  life  and 
he's  never  had  the  privilege  to  hear? 

"Well. ..music  is. ..you  see,  it's  something  that 
sounds. ..no,  I  mean  you  hear... I  mean — " 

Ted  had  a  big  smile  on  his  face  now.  He  was 
getting  a  big  kick  out  of  this,  I  could  see.  This 
must  have  been  his  favorite  question  to  ask  people 
like  me. 

It  was  time  for  me  to  go.  "You  can  tell  me  tomorrow?"  he  asked  still  smiling. 

"It's  a  deal,"  I  said,  smiling  back.  I  got  up  and  turned  the  big  knob  to  the  white  door.  As  I  was  walking 
out,  I  turned  around  and  said,  "It's  the  feeling  of  content.. .with  a  pleasant  rhythm  to  it." 

Just  before  the  door  closed  behind  me,  I  heard  Ted  say  in  his  own  defected  voice,  "I  hear  music  when  I'm 
with  you." 

I  smiled  to  myself  and  walked  away. 


Ode  to  Music 


The  sounds  float  in  and  out 
Around  and  around, 
Like  butterflies  caught 
In  a  flurry  of  emotion. 
It  takes  her  away, 
And  she  is  caught  up 
In  forgetting. 
This,  her  release  which 
Cries  for  recognition. 
Her  fingers  fly 

Across  the  keys  of  her  beloved  piano. 

And  her  mind  begins  to  wander. 

Her  broken  heart 

Pours  through  her  hands 

And  into  the  air  - 

Allowing  her  space 

To  live  again. 


Hannah  Wong 

Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  12 

"...With  Every  Good-Bye  You  Learn." 

rhere  comes  a  time  in  every  child's  life  when  the  veil  of  innocence  must  be  lifted  and  that  child  must  see  the  world 
with  his  or  her  eyes  wide  open.  For  me,  this  time  came  when  I  was  seven  years  old  and  on  top  of  the  world. 
As  long  as  I  can  remember  I  have  known  that  I  am  different.  As  a  young  child,  I  noticed  my  skin  stayed  a  soft, 
creamy  tan  while  the  skin  of  my  classmates  turned  milky  white  during  the  winter  months.  My  hair  was  always  the 
blackest  in  the  class  while  my  classmates'  hair  faded  to  light  shades  of  blonde  in  the  sun.  The  differences  really  didn't 
seem  to  matter  much  back  then.  They  were  a  part  of  me,  and  they  made  me  special.  I  knew  that  I  was  Chinese/Korean 
American  which  made  me  different,  but  unique.  My  father  told  me  stories  about  my  heritage  and  there  was  a  sense  of 
unseen  pride  within  my  family.  Although  we  were  supposed  to  be  different,  I  didn't  notice  any  differences  in  how  we 
lived.  We  didn't  eat  Asian  food  every  night.  We  didn't  eat  at  a  low  table  and  we  didn't  sleep  on  the  floor. 

In  an  odd  way  it  seemed  to  work  to  my  advantage,  although  I  was  not  really  sure  what  "it"  was.  I  was  a  celebrity  on 
Chinese  New  Year  when  I  went  around  to  all  the  classrooms  in  my  elementary  school  and  handed  out  Chinese  lucky 
money  and  taught  the  class  how  to  use  chopsticks.  I  never  realized  that  my  differences  could  be  viewed  negatively  until 
an  unusual  day  in  mid-March  that  would  change  the  way  I  thought  from  that  point  on. 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  sky  that  afternoon  warming  the  snow  and  slush  on  the  ground  into  puddles  of  muddy  water 
just  right  for  a  seven-year-old  to  splash  in.  The  snow  and  cold  of  the  winter  months  were  finally  coming  to  an  end  as  the 
March  sunshine  produced  spring  beneath  them.  Earlier  that  week,  I  had  received  the  gift  that  had  become  the  envy  of  my 
entire  second  grade  class:  a  pair  of  purple  Rainbow  Bright  fashion  boots  complete  with  special  Rainbow  Bright  stars  at 
the  top  and  rainbow  sole.  They  were  beautiful  and  my  pride  and  joy. 

It  was  a  seemingly  ordinary  March  day  as  I  got  off  my  school  bus  bound  for  home.  I  was  being  careful  not  to  soil 
my  new  boots  as  I  made  my  way  through  the  myriad  of  puddles  standing  between  the  bus  stop  and  my  house.  I  was 
shocked  when  a  brown  Jeep  stopped  quickly  at  a  stop  sign,  splashing  my  new  boots  with  mud.  Upon  seeing  my  furious 
expression,  the  passenger  laughed  and  uttered  a  single  phrase.  "Heh  heh,  stupid  chink!"  Chink.  I  had  never  heard  the 
word  before,  but  I  knew  then  it  would  haunt  me  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  I  turned,  dazed,  and  proceeded  down  the  street. 
My  steps  became  faster  and  faster  until  I  was  in  a  full  sprint.  My  heart  rate  soared  as  my  seven-year-old  body  moved  as 
quickly  as  it  ever  had  before.  My  ruined  boots  forgotten,  I  had  but  one  thought:  that  single  word  pounded  again  and 
again  in  my  brain.  What  did  the  word  mean?  Was  it  an  expression  for  an  idiot  or  moron  I  had  yet  to  be  aware  of?  I  ran 
through  every  bad  word  I  could  think  of  and  it  didn't  sound  familiar.  I  decided  they  had  made  up  the  word  to  confuse  me 
and  by  the  time  I  reached  my  doorstep,  I  resolved  never  to  think  of  the  matter  again. 

The  incident  ran  through  my  thoughts  the  rest  of  the  day,  however,  and  after  dinner  the  suspense  had  plagued  me 
long  enough.  I  decided  to  ask  my  older  sister.  I  considered  her  the  supreme  authority  on  everything  and  I  figured  if  this 
was  really  a  word,  she  would  know.  "What's  a  chink?"  I  blurted  out,  closing  my  eyes  to  shield  myself  from  the  repercus- 
sions. My  sister's  face  grew  dark  and  sullen  as  she  interrogated  me  as  to  where  I  had  heard  the  wretched  word.  She  sat 
me  down  and  proceeded  to  explain  to  me  the  concept  of  racism  in  a  simplified,  seven-year-old  friendly  manner.  She 
explained  to  me  that  the  word  "chink"  was  a  derogatory  term  for  a  Chinese-American.  An  uneasy  feeling  rose  from 
within  me  with  her  every  word  until  it  settled  in  my  throat.  Tears  began  to  fall  out  of  nowhere.  My  uniqueness  had 
suddenly  become  a  burden.  My  picture  perfect  world  shifted  to  gray  in  a  split  second.  My  sister  then  instructed  me  that  if 
I  were  to  hear  the  word  again,  I  was  to  tell  her  immediately. 

Late  that  night  I  awoke  with  a  dry  throat  and  decided  to  get  up  for  a  drink.  The  cold  air  on  my  bare  legs  was  enough 
to  make  me  think  twice,  but  my  need  for  the  water  overtook  me  and  I  headed  for  the  kitchen.  It  was  then  that  I  saw  my 
father.  My  precious  boots  were  in  his  hand.  He  was  gingerly  rinsing  off  the  sand  and  dirt  from  the  day's  previous 
episode.  I  noticed  a  single  tear  sliding  down  his  cheek  and  then  another  until  they  were  coming  as  fast  as  mine  had 
earlier  that  evening.  I'll  never  forget  that  moment  standing  in  my  cold,  shadowy  hallway  watching  the  man  I  so  loved 
and  respected  crying  for  what  I'd  lost.  He  knew  my  struggle  with  racism  had  begun,  just  as  his  had  so  many  years  ago.  I 
had  crossed  an  invisible  line  into  an  uncertain  world  where  he  could  no  longer  shelter  me. 

It's  been  nearly  ten  years  since  that  day,  yet  I  remember  every  detail  as  if  it  happened  yesterday.  I'm  no  less  proud  of 
who  I  am  because  of  my  experiences  with  racism  and  I  feel  that  although  painful,  they  have  made  me  stronger.  I  decided 
some  time  ago  to  take  a  proactive  stance  against  bigotry  and  like  others  before  me,  I  refuse  to  quit  or  be  silenced.  This 
experience  reminds  me  of  the  last  lines  of  a  poem  entitled  "Comes  the  Dawn"  by  an  unknown  author.  "...And  you  learn 
and  learn.  With  every  good-bye  you  learn."  I  realize  that  I  needed  to  let  go  of  the  naivete  of  my  childhood  in  order  to 
meet  the  challenges  of  my  future. 


Carly  Toldness 

Havre  Central  Jr.  High 
Havre  -  Grade  8 


CANDY 


ICKY 

STICKY 

OOEY 

GOOEY 

CHERRY 

BERRY 

QUITE  CONTRARY 
ALSO  QUITE  MERRY 
GOLLY  AND  JOLLY 
SWIRLY  OR  TWIRLY 
A  TONGUE-TIE 
BY  AND  BY 
WHY-O-WHY 
CANDY  AND  I 


Josh  Morley 

/  Daly  Elementary 
l  /     Hamilton  -  Grade  6 


f 


Elyn  Heyn 

Eureka  Junior  High  School 
Eureka  -  Grade  8 

Knowing  someone  is  like 
chewing  gum 

When  you  first  pop  it  in  your  mouth,  it  is  hard  to  chew.  Then  the  flavor  bursts  out,  almost  overpower- 
ing. IT  gets  easier,  softer,  more  pleasant  - 
You  blow  bubbles 

You  smack  it,  crack  it 
You  make  shapes 

You  chomp  down 


Knowing  someone  is  like  chewing  gum 

I 

After  a  while,  the  taste  mellows,  the  gum  gets  stiff,  the  flavor  becomes  nonexistent.  You  stick  it  under 
your  chair  and  forget  about  it. 

n 

If  you  pull  a  piece  away  from  you,  it's  like  someone  has  moved  away.  You  are  only  attached  by  a 
string  that  gets  thinner  and  thinner. 

m 

If  the  piece  goes  back  to  the  glob  in  your  mouth,  you  must  gather  up  the  string  that  is  left.  It's  like 
recalling  the  years  you  were  apart. 

IV 

But  as  all  gum  goes,  It  comes  in  a  package.  There  is  always  a  new  piece  waiting  to  get  chewed,  giving 
you  a  new  memory  or  a  flavorful  experience. 
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Abby  S.  Denson 

Twin  Bridges  High  School 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  9 

"Love-Sick" 

In  love? 

No,  I  think  not. 

Love  is  happiness, 

flowers,  and  slow  dances. 

I'm  not  in  love. 

So  queasy  and  weak  I  can  hardly  talk. 

That's  not  love,  it's  the  flu. 

Odd  sickness,  really, 

Only  surfaces  when  you're  around. 


Bridget  Whearty 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 
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The  Winter  Dragon 


J he  young  girl  sat,  her  small,  white  face  pressed  against  the  window.  Winter  had  come  and  once  again  she  could  feel 
the  cold  advancing  and  watch  the  snowflakes'  glorious  dance. 

Each  morning,  she  arose  and  ran  to  the  window.  She  would  sit,  staring  at  the  frost,  until  the  fire  was  made  and  the 
masterpiece  melted  away.  Each  time,  the  painting  was  new  and  beautiful  and  she  was  the  only  one  who  could  see  the 
beauty. 

Each  night,  when  her  father  came  home  from  hunting  in  the  forest,  she  would  greet  him  at  the  door.  Everyone 
believed  she  was  happy  to  see  her  father;  they  were  wrong.  The  girl  ran  to  the  door  so  she  could  see  the  cold  and  feel  its 
sweet  breath.  Her  father  was  standing  in  the  way,  but  she  was  never  allowed  out  in  winter,  so  each  night  she  greeted  the 
cold  and  smiled  at  her  father. 

Her  father  always  said,  "Close  the  door,  Meesha,  you  little  ice  maiden.  The  winter  dragon  is  blowing  his  bitter 
breath  and  will  freeze  our  blood  to  ice.  Come  away,  sweetling.  Close  the  door." 

The  winter  dragon.  The  very  words  fascinated  her.  Was  there  another  being  in  the  world  that  loved  the  cold  as  she? 
Did  someone  else  hate  the  warmth  of  the  sun  and  the  spring  it  brought  like  she  did? 

What  did  the  winter  dragon  look  like?  Meesha  would  pester  her  father  and  brothers  every  night.  Was  it  white  or  icy 
blue?  How  big  was  it?  Why  did  it  come?  And  from  where?  How  old  was  it? 

Her  father  would  laugh  her  away,  as  would  five  of  her  brothers,  but  the  sixth  would  take  her  aside  and  draw  her  over 
to  the  window.  By  the  frost-kissed  glass  he  would  tell  wondrous  tales  of  the  dragon. 

He  said  that  the  dragon  was  the  son  of  the  north  wind  and  it  was  his  duty  to  bring  winter  to  the  land.  The  dragon  was 
white  with  crystal  blue  eyes  and  huge,  icy  blue  wings.  Its  breath  was  not  fire,  but  freezing  wind  that  chilled  the  souls  of 
those  living  in  the  Northern  Ice  Wastes. 

As  the  dragon  brought  winter  he  looked  for  a  wife  he  could  take  with  him  to  the  land  of  the  north.  This  woman 
would  be  his  bride  and  queen  of  all  the  northern  lands. 

The  next  morning  when  the  girl's  mother  awoke  she  found  the  fire  unlit  and  her  daughter  gone.  The  girl's  father  ran 
for  his  coat  as  did  the  sixth  brother,  the  brother  who  loved  her  best.  They  followed  her  footprints  in  the  deep  snow  until 
they  came  to  a  grove  of  pines,  taller  and  darker  than  any  they  had  ever  seen  before. 

The  little  girl  stood,  her  black  hair  blowing  in  the  icy  wind,  next  to  a  boy  with  white  skin  and  ice  blue  eyes.  As  they 
watched,  the  boy  turned  into  a  dragon  and  with  a  cry,  little  Meesha  climbed  upon  his  back.  With  his  icy  wings  creaking, 
they  rose  and  were  soon  lost  in  the  frozen,  cloudless  sky. 

When  the  girl's  father  and  brother  returned  to  the  house,  the  brother  didn't  speak.  He  sat  silently,  as  the  father  told  of 
how  they  found  her  torn  and  frozen  body  and  had  burned  it,  sending  her  soul  to  the  summer  dragon,  as  was  custom  there. 
The  brother  sat  quietly  and  watched  as  the  flowers  of  spring  began  to  appear,  and  he  began  the  long  wait  until  winter. 
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Kalispell  -  Grade 


Ellis  Simon  Beckwith 

Target  Range  School 
Missoula  ■  Grade  6 


I  Wish... 


I  wish  I  were 
A  mad  scientist 
In  my  laboratory 
Mixing  chemicals 
Frantically. 


Alex  Orestad 

Bozeman  High  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  1 1 


It  Cam 


Slipping  down  betweehthe  cracks, 
Sliding  into  darkness,  fever  so-sileatly,  . 
Slightly  glistening  a  slckish  yellow-green, 
Swelling  up  in  blisters,  almost  ready  to  burst, 
Sickeningly  dripping  a  thick  crimson  fluid, 
Slobbering  out  nostril*leng"and  thin 
Strings  of  black  and  puYr^^htegrnr-^ 
Superbly  disgusting,  or  perhaps  only  vile 
Sticky 

Snotty 

Stinking 
Slowly,  and  ever  so  slowly, 

It  crept  into  the  crack. 

It  crept  into  my  soul. 


Chance  Freeman 

Clinton  Elementary 
Clinton  -  Grade  5 


Brandon  Billing 

Cut  Bank  Middle  School 
Cut  Bank  -  Grade  8 


Sounds  In  the  Air 


Oh  how  harsh  the  sound  of  jays, 
I  hear  them  as  they  play. 
The  "tweet"  the  "screech", 
My  ears  they  breach. 
Mean  birds,  please  go  away ! 


Queen 


Here  I  am,  in  this  incredible  bowl. 
It's  cool  and  soothing  to  my  so-called  soul. 
It's  porcelain  with  pipes,  my  comfortable  throne, 
While  the  dog  sleeps  on  the  floor  with  his  disgusting  bone. 


The  bathroom  is  my  castle, 
The  faucet  is  my  steeple, 
I  am  the  Queen. 
I  rule  several  people. 


You  stare  at  me  and  I'll  stare  right  back. 
I'm  quiet  and  curious,  sleeping's  my  knack. 
I  don't  like  to  be  bothered.  Peace  is  my  middle  name. 
I  roam  'round  the  house  and  scratch  what  I  claim. 


Sometimes  I  get  hyper, 

I  desire  to  play. 
And  when  I  get  tired 
In  my  sink  I  will  lay. 


I  must  go  now  for  my  dinner  is  served. 
I  don't  have  to  rush  back,  'cause  my  sink  is  reserved. 

Jayme  Costello 

Emmanuel  Christian  School 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  8 


Emily  Cummings 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  10 

Old  Man 


There  was  an  old  man  who  lived  on  my  street 

I'd  known  him  since  I  was  quite  small. 

He  lived  right  next  door  in  the  corner  house 

I  remember  him  being  quite  tall. 

He  was  a  great  man,  a  real  talented  guy, 

He  always  had  neat  stuff  to  see. 

He'd  sit  on  his  porch  with  his  old  wooden  pipe 

He'd  sit  and  sing  songs  to  me. 

I'd  listen  intently,  the  music  so  soft, 

It  came  from  a  far  away  land. 

He  sang  of  his  past,  and  I  could  detect 

the  hardness  of  life  in  his  hands. 

His  hands,  though  quite  strong,  were  rough  and  were  hard 
like  the  man  to  which  they  belonged. 
But  the  pain  and  the  troubles  from  the  life  of  his  past 
seemed  to  fade  as  he  sang  me  his  songs. 
A  deep  Polish  voice  and  a  beat  up  guitar 
singing  songs  all  about  the  old  war. 
Songs  of  his  family,  cast  into  the  night, 
through  a  rain  that  would  soak  to  the  core. 
He  told  me  of  when  he  had  been  a  young  boy 
and  the  day  that  the  Nazis  came. 
He  carried  his  sister  deep  into  the  woods, 
for  his  sister  had  been  born  lame. 
And  there  they  stayed  for  seventeen  days 
Hiding,  out  there  in  the  wood 

Through  the  rain  and  the  storms,  and  the  fear  in  the  night 
Eating  whatever  they  could. 
When  his  sister  had  cried  he  would  sing  to  her, 
with  the  voice  of  a  very  young  man. 
Though  himself  just  a  child,  with  a  heart  running  wild, 
He'd  sing  of  his  broken  homeland. 
It's  hard  to  believe  as  I  look  at  him  now, 
How  much  this  man  must  have  seen. 
The  anger  and  fear,  did  it  just  disappear? 
He  says  it  awaits  in  his  dreams. 
There  was  an  old  man  who  lived  on  my  street. 
I'd  known  him  since  I  was  quite  small. 
But  the  thought  has  just  hit  me,  that,  deep  down  inside, 
I  don't  really  know  him  at  all. 


Westen  Knudsen 

Simms  High  School  •  Simms  -  Grade  12 


Lindsie  Breznik 

C.  S.  Porter  Middle  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  7 
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I  remember  Buckwheat  and  Porky 's 
frog  saying,  "Hi"  to  me  and  I  thought, 
"That  guy's  nuts!" 

I  remember  a  blue  moon  at  a  Pow-Wow  and 
a  black  sky  filled  with  white  dots. 

I  remember  my  first  concert  and 
knowing  that  I  wouldn't  be  able  to 
talk  in  the  morning. 

I  remember  playing  with  Tinker  Toys 

at  an  old  grandma's  house 

with  lime-green  carpets  that  smelled. 


I  remember  thinking,  "I  want  to  go  home" 
after  the  first  time 


I  remember  a  colorful  parachute 
in  the  middle  of  tons  of  people 
and  thinking,  "Where  did  all  they 


"John's  Foot' 
Kellie  Wilson 

Poison  High  School 
Poison  -  Grade  1 1 


Anissa  Billedeaux 

Washington  Middle  School 
Glendive  ■  Grade  6 

My  World  % 

As  I  stand  on  the  grass 
Of  a  wide  green  field, 
Words  of  joy  rolling  off  my  tongue, 
The  mountains  and  ocean  and  sky 
Here  don't  have  a  yield. 
Nor  do  the  birds  uttering  their  song. 


The  ocean  glitters 
Under  the  golden  sun, 

And  I  feel  the  sand  moving  between  my  toes. 
The  water's  moving  in  and  out, 
On  the  sand  dunes  where  I  run. 
Like  the  new  and  the  old,  it  comes  and  it  goes. 

High  up  in  the  mountains 
That  I  have  seen  before, 
The  wind  calls  me  with  its  piercing  cry. 
Below  me  are  the  field, 
And  the  sand  and  the  ocean  floor. 
Above  me  are  the  heavens  in  the  cloudless  sky. 

Now  as  my  day 
Begins  to  close, 

And  tears  of  happiness  swell  in  my  eyes, 

I  leap  up  in  the  air, 

And  land  on  the  wind  that  flows, 

And  I  glide  on  my  own  as  I  dance  to  the  skies. 


Jeff  Sattler 

Cascade  School 
Cascade  -  Grade  8 
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Cody  Blair 

Plentywood  Middle  School 
Plentywood  -  Grade  8 

Don't  Say 
Goodbye 

She  had  eyes  of  glowing  amber 
Beauty,  pride,  and  strength 
Her  teeth  were  polished  ivory 
Stripes  ran  down  her  length 

She  moved  like  a  graceful  brushfire 
Her  majestic  form  ablaze 
As  she  stalked  through  her  jungle 
Nothing  missed  her  gaze 


Ameila  Eastman 

Flathead  High  School 
Kalispell  -  Grade  12 


Been  Done 


When  she  left  her  den  that  morning 
Seeking  a  meal  to  eat 
How  could  she  have  known  her  future? 

For  her  fate  today  she'd  meet 

In  that  same  foreboding  jungle 
A  hunter  loaded  his  gun 
He  lifted  his  eye  to  the  sightscope 
Pulled  the  trigger;  it  was  done 

Once  there  was  a  tiger 
But  now  she  is  no  more 
Killed  by  a  hunter's  rifle 
The  last  tiger  is  no  more. 


I've  seen  the  Northern  Lights, 
and  slept  under  the  Southern  Cross. 
I've  fought  the  fight, 
after  I  knew  I'd  lost. 


I've  built  the  house  of  God, 

and  loved  the  evil  man. 

Committed  crimes  with  no  conscience, 

and  fallen  with  the  group  who  chose  to  stand. 


Collaborative  Class  Poem 

Lone  Rock  Elementary 
Stevensville  -  Kindergarten 


Dragon  March 


Here  he  comes, 
marching  and  stomping 
out  of  his  cave  in  China. 

Here  he  is, 
large  and  green 
metallic  and  rubbery  with  scales  and  horns, 
roaring  and  blowing  fire  and  smoke. 


There  he  goes, 
his  red  tail  wagging, 
his  wings  flapping,  going  to  get  people  to  eat, 
crushing  trees  with  his  feet  and  his  long 
yellow  toenails. 


Tim  Fenner 

Laurel  Middle  School 
Laurel  -  Grade  7 


Leigh  Tiffin 

Big  Sky  High  School 
Missoula  -  Grade  9 

As  He  Stands 

As  he  stands  high  above  the  crowd 

his  toes  curl  around  the  sharp  edge. 

All  around  him  time  is  painfully  slow, 

His  head  aches  from  alcohol, 

his  feet  move  closer  to  death. 

He  stumbles  and  thrusts  himself  back. 

into  the  steel  cold  arms  of  the  building. 

He  sits  silently, 

and  thinks  of  the  past 

for  what  seems  like  an  eternity. 

Slowly  he  struggles  to  stand, 

turns, 

and  runs  to  join  the  wave  of  people  below. 


Rachael  Kauffold 

Wolf  Poinf High  School 
Wolf  Point  -  Grade  10 


on 

my 

life 


look 

back 


begin 

to 


Memory 

As 


cry.  I  have,  seen  enough ! 


Nicole  Zeller 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  12 


your  hair  is  soft  sleeping  sands, 

I  want  to  walk  in  it  and  let  my  feet  sink  in 

your  seashell  eyes  contain  the  most  perfect  pearls, 

pearls  I  can  make  long  necklaces  to  wear  around  my 

neck, 

cotton  candy  hands  touch  me  in  the  sweetest  way 
when  i  lick  them  they  melt  in  my  mouth 
your  arms  that  hold  me  are  gentle  breezes 
that  blow  my  wig  down  the  street 
your  voice  is  toast  with  honey  on  top, 
i  will  eat  it  for  an  after  school  snack, 
but  most  of  all  your  teeth  are  gentle 
when  you  know  my  heart  is  between  them. 


Lisa  Paimer 

Capital  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  1 1 


f 


Inside  eggshells 
of  my  mind 
concrete 
french  fries 
two  feet  high 
please  tell  me 
why 

the  empty  bank 

where 

my  cousins 

say 

purple  tigers 
hanging 

under  the  bridge 

jump  up 

six  arms  waving 

BEEP 

the  sea  monster 
on  top  of  the  stove. 


Carolyn  Nicholls 

Lone  Rock  Elementary  School 
Lone  Rock  -  Grade  2 


Red  is  the  color  of  a  person's 
red  hair.  Red  lives  in  a  red 
bucket.  Red  is  afraid  of  loud 
noises.  Red  eats  blood. 
Red  sees  Red  pom  poms. 
Red  lies  rock  'n  roll. 

When  Red  grows  up  it  wants  to  be  a  fire  engine. 


Molly  Hoyne 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  10 

decision 

standing  in  the  crossfire 
not  knowing  where  to  turn 
waiting  for  the  white  light  of  decision 
maybe  things  are  clearer 
on  that  curb  next  to  the  street 
but  i'm  not 

sure  if  i  want  to  know 

because  that  first  step,  is  the  one  that's  the  hardest 

that  new  ledge,  is  the  highest  one  yet 

am  i  now  ready  to  make  that  decision? 

for  i  can't  quite  see  through  the  clouds  in  my  head 

my  decision  will  come  quickly 

with  a  rightful  drummer's  roll 

it  will  snap  right  through  and  take  away  my  breath 

the  journey  will  be  challenging 

thought  worth  the  seat  and  dirt 

but  for  now 

i  kneel  shaking 

because  that  first  step,  is  the  one  that's  the  hardest 
that  new  ledge,  is  the  highest  one  yet 
but  i'll  keep  pushing  on  to  reach  my  nirvana 
it's  the  one  decision  i'll  never  regret 


STUDENT  WRITINGS  from  the  MONTANA  ARTS  COUNCIL 

ARTISTS-IN-SCHOOLS/COMMUNITIES  PROGRAM  1996-97 

The  Montana  Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Program  section  features  student 
work  done  in  classrooms  during  a  residency  with  a  visiting  writer  in  the  school.  MAC 
administers  this  program  and  supports  half  of  the  cost  of  visiting  artists.  For  more  information 
on  this  program,  contact  the  Montana  Arts  Council  Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Program, 
316  N  Park  Ave.,  Room  252,  Helena,  MT  59620,  406-444-6430. 

The  artists  who  conducted  writing  workshops  with  the  students  in  this  section  are: 

Peter  Fong  Three  Forks  High  School 

Melissa  Kwasny        Bryant  Elementary,  Helena 

Susan  Terence  West  Elementary,  Laurel 

Patrick  Todd  Bozeman  High  School 

Cas  Still  Ophir  School,  Gallatin  Gateway 

Thompson  Falls  Elementary 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


Sarah  Bergantine 

Morning  Star  School 

Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

The  lines  in  my 

My  hands  are 

hands  are  like 

like  lightning 

the  ocean  waves 

bolts  of  electricity 

washing  over  tocks 

ocean  waves 

that  make  them 

rocky  roads 

smooth  and  shiny. 

lines  on  the  paper 

roots  of  a  pine  tree 

The  lines  in 

hills 

my  hands  are 

mountains 

like  rocky  mountains 

rocks 

that  make  it 

a  smooth  shiny  table. 

difficult  to  climb. 

My  fingers  have 

washed  the  wounds 

of  my  sister 

combed  through  the 

mane  of  a  horse 

stroked  cats  that 

look  like  maple  syrup. 

Troy  Odegard 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 


The  Wind  and  The  Sun 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


My  soul  is  as  bright  as  the  sun. 
I  can  run  as  fast  as  the  wind. 


Christopher  Rands 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  3 


Inside  of  Me  Is 


an  instrument, 
a  trombone, 
a  piano, 
a  guitar, 
Inside  of  me  is 
the  string  family, 
violin,  viola,  cello, 
Mississippi. 


Kelly  Brown 

Washington  School 
Baker  -  Grade  3 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


LaDonna  Ross 

Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  12 

Three  Forks 

Trapped  in  this  small  and  sheltered  town 
A  lost  child  in  the  deep  woods 
No  way  out  can  be  found 

Yet  I  feel  at  home  when  the  ice  cold  wind  screams 
Soothing  my  fears,  disrupting  my  dreams 

The  town's  children  dwell  on  the  end  of  Main 
Spreading  vicious  gossip  that  will  drive  us  insane 
To  be  whispered  as  secrets  though  for  all  to  know 
The  humiliation  and  grief  of  the  victim  unknown 

The  rodeo  bringing  strangers  galore 

Filling  the  streets  with  laughter,  shouts  and  more 

Voices  run  together  as  though  one  sound 

Many  looking  for  a  friend  who  has  not  yet  been  found 

Soon  the  tourists  arrive  amazed  by  this  place 
They  don't  see  the  inside,  only  the  face 
Taking  pictures  to  remember  how  happy  they  were 
In  this  innocent  place  not  quite  so  pure 
Some  come  back  to  stay  for  good 
Trying  to  leave  behind  the  crime  they  should 
Though  the  vandalism,  theft  and  hate  comes  too 
Making  this  town  scared  and  untrusting  it's  true 

Though  the  people  are  new  the  town  remains  old 
And  the  memories  shall  forever  be  told 


William  Trombley 

Whittier  Elementary 
Great  Falls  -  Grade  3 


\ 
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Keely  Kelleher 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  6 


— »        Angela  Hawkaluk 

St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  7 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 

Class  Poem 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Kindergarten 

Half  of  the  Things  in 
this  Poem  Are  Quiet 

Loud  sounds  like  an  earthquake,  a  building  falling  down, 
like  yelling,  screaming,  a  grizzly  bear,  a  heart  beating 
when  you  run,  a  stereo,  a  giant's  heart,  a  loud  piano, 
an  elk  bugling,  a  storm,  a  chair  pounding  on  the  floor, 
a  wolf  growling,  a  dog  and  cat  fighting,  a  horse  galloping 
and  neighing,  hailing  loud,  a  desk  falling,  an  alligator 
snapping  its  teeth. 

Quiet  sounds  like  whispers,  a  turtle,  talking  in  someone's 
ear,  feeding  a  baby  on  your  lap,  a  mouth  not  moving, 
flowers,  a  feather  dropping,  apples  sitting  on  a  chair, 
newts,  a  tree,  a  banana,  a  panda  bear,  clouds,  colors,  paper, 
a  fish,  candy  canes,  a  spider,  pumpkins,  sitting  still. 


Kelly  Peele 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 

The  Way 

Snakes  will  bite, 
Cats  will  scratch, 
Dogs  will  bite, 
Badgers  will  attack. 
And  people  will  do  what  people  do. 

Wini  Gentholts 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  6 

When  I  Come 


Slithery  slimy  snakes. 
Corrupting  continuing  quakes. 
They  go  on  and  on. 
Continue  all  day  long. 
But  when  I  come, 
Everything  gets  calm. 


Kailee  Hanson 

West  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  4 


Kailee 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


Kailee  is  the  sweet  breeze  that 
flows  through  the  maple  trees. 
Her  name  shines  like  a  ruby 
in  the  afternoon  sun. 
Kailee  is  the  morning  dew  that 
wraps  around  the  grass. 
She  is  the  white  mist 
that  clouds  the  sky. 
Kailee  is  the  sweet  distant 
call  of  a  hummingbird. 
Her  name  looks  to  me 
like  a  purple  field  of  flowers 
blowing  in  the  soft  wind. 
Kailee's  eyes  are  the  pitch 
black  spots  of  a  cheetah. 


Class  Poem 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  2 

Spring,  Where  Are  You? 

Are  you  hiding  in  Africa? 

Are  you  hiding  in  the  bottom  of  the  ocean? 

Are  you  sleeping  or  swimming  trying  to  find  sharks? 

Are  you  trying  to  find  Montana? 

Are  you  with  the  leprechauns  or  dinosaurs? 

Spring,  are  you  extinct? 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


Carrie  Wilson 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  4 


Instructions  for  Sleep 


Andrew  Livingood 

Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  12 


Lay  back  on  your  pillow. 
Turn  into  a  piece  of  meat. 
A  lion  is  chasing  you,  become  a  rock. 

The  lion  is  sitting  on  you. 
Hurry  disappear  fast. 
You're  like  a  lion  chasing  a  rabbit. 
You  sweat  and  go  jump  in  the  lake. 


Zach  MacDonald 

St.  Ignatius  Middle  School 
St.  Ignatius  -  Grade  6 


Where  Do  Pigs  Go  When  They  Die? 


I  have  got  questions  that  no  one  will  answer 
Like  where  do  pigs  go  when  they  die 
Do  they  go  to  those  pearly  gates 
Up  so  very  high  in  the  sky 

Do  they  float  like  smoke 
As  it  wanders  away 
I  don't  have  a  clue 
Because  no  one  will  say 


Maybe  they  go  to  hell 
To  become  bacon  strips 
To  be  made  into  a  BLT 
Fat  for  the  devil's  lips 

I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  pig 
People  are  glad  to  tell  me  where  to  go 
They  love  to  order  and  command 
While  the  pig  just  sits  in  its  wallow 


Christina  Riesselman 

Bozeman  High  School  W^J^^f?^F^EM'^f% 
Bozeman  -  Grade  12  m^t^timmtmtStmSS^        a  "'*»' 
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Nurture 


I  moved  in  last  week 
While  you  were  away 
And  lurked  in  the  shadows  of 
Boxes  and  heavy  furniture 
Awaiting  your  return. 

Your  mother's  cactus  gardens  on  the  windowsill 
Pricked  and  prodded 
But  the  heat  of  her  smile 
Bid  me  stay  on 
(I  would  have  anyhow 
you  know) 
The  cornflower  kitchen  fed  me  well 
For  a  time 
And  when  it  ceased 
I  nibbled  secretly  on  the 
Flowers  in  the  honey  jar 
The  only  recompense 
I  could  offer 

For  the  unknown  intrusion 
I  had  become. 

I  watched  you  these  long  days 
As  you  rose  and  fell 


Tidelike,  lunar  in  your  cycles. 

As  the  unobserved  observer 

I  tasted  you  in  darkness 

For  I  never  could  coax  you  to  the  light. 

You'd  be  better  off  if  I  left  you 

To  your  vices  and  your 

Spry  little  devil 

Happier,  I'm  certain 

If  I'd  quit  extending 

Small  tokens  which  bind 

You  to  me. 

One  mother  holds  you  close  to  her  breast 
Nurturing  as  I  never  shall 
In  a  medicating  way 
But  she  doesn't  see  you  !>', 
As  I  sometimes  have 


Your  brow  pallid  in  th^  flusp  of  nioonlight 
And  hand  haltingly  b/ushing  the  dust* 
From  the  box 


\J6U 


On  the  top 

In  the  dead  of  nigfk  i  ,  c;>/  A 


36 


Jon  Hobson 

Sleeping  Giant  Middle  School 
Livingston  -  Grade  7 
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Kristina  Sanders 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  4 

There  she  is  in  the  water 
Her  hair  feels  like  silk  in  a  lake 
Her  fin  is  as  blue  as  the  sky 
She  swims  like  a  cloud  in  the  sky 

If  you  follow  her  she  will  take  you  into  the  deepest  ocean 
She  smells  like  a  tulip  in  a  garden  of  roses 
And  she  does  not  make  a  sound 


Mike  Beland 

Sleeping  Giant  Middle  School 
Livingston  -  Grade  7 


Robert  Goertzen 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  6 


My  Joe  the  Fish  Bait 


My  Joe  the  fish  bait  is  always  on  the  move, 

Running,  hopping  and  don't  forget  jumping. 

My  Joe  the  fish  bait  has  little  yellow  spots 

They  look  like  six  school  buses  lined  up  on  his  back. 

He  smells  so  nice 

The  fish  can't  keep  their  fins  off  him 

His  eyes  are  like  stop  signs 

But  the  fish  don't  pay  attention 

His  legs  are  like  worms  all  squiggly  and  slimy 

His  jaws  are  like  pliers:  they  have  a  marvelous  hold 

He  tastes  so  yummy 

Maybe  that's  why  the  fish  have  him  locked  up  in  their  tummy. 


Jeremy  May 

Jefferson  High  School 
Boulder  -  Grade  12 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


Dustin  Thumf 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 


His  teeth  are  as  sharp  as  daggers, 

His  speed  is  better  than  a  cheetah, 

He  has  the  eyes  of  an  eagle, 

He  can  hear  everything, 

He  is  as  strong  as  a  lion, 

Too  bad  he's  as  dumb  as  a  donkey, 

And  he's  my  dog. 


Siobhan  Barry 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  4 


In  the  dark  woods, 
Hunting  their  prey 
drinking  cool  water. 
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Sarah  Burland 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  4 

My  Dad  and  Amy 

My  Dad  and  Amy  are 
rainbows  in  the  sky, 
starfish  in  the  sea, 
and  peaches  in  the  fruit 
basket. 

Sometimes  lightning  and 
thunder. 

My  dad  is  a  robin  chirping  in 
the  tree  and  Amy  is  a  blue 
bird  in  the  sky. 


Class  Poem 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 

Courtney 

She  is  like  a  tall  sycamore, 

She  has  hair  the  color  of  dirt 

On  a  sunny  day. 

She's  as  funny  as  a  clown 

Juggling  orange  heads  on  fire. 

She's  as  thin  as  a  new  mint  toothpick. 

Her  smile  is  as  bright 

As  the  sun  on  a  rainbow. 


Shelby  Lott 

Twin  Bridges  School 
Twin  Bridges  -  Grade  K 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


Class  Poem 

Ophir  Elementary 

Gallatin  Gateway  -  3rd  and  4th  Grades 


Girls 


Katy  and  Jessica  are  dancing  with  apples  as  red  as 
Mars, 

The  girls  are  skinny  as  pencils, 

The  ground  is  the  color  of  wheat, 

Their  shoes  are  as  gold  as  coins  from  China, 

Moonlight  shines  in  the  door, 

They're  swirling  as  graceful  as  swans, 

Their  hair  curls  like  black  ash,  like  burning  paper, 

Their  bows  are  like  blowing  banana  peels, 

Their  skin  is  as  white  as  buttermilk  in  snow. 


Sonia  Gates 

Fergus  High  School 
Lewistown  -  Grade  9 
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Jay  Owenhouse 

Morning  Star  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Ian 

whose  skin  is  an  army 
uniform,  worn  from  constant  use 
whose  eyes  are 
laser  beams  shooting 
through  the  building 
whose  brain  is  an  ant 
colony 

Who  is  an  army  tank 
driven  by  Albert 
Einstein 

whose  voice  is  that 
of  a  very  hi-tech 
robot. 

who  I  call  ant. 
who  calls  me 
Jay  Owenhouse. 
who  says  "It 
depends." 
I  ask  him  "Why 
do  you  always  say 
"It  depends"? 
who  calls  smart  people 
soil 

who  wants  to  design^, 
aircraft  for  the  USAF 
who  deserves  more 
than  anyone  in  the 
world  will  evp 
give  him.  \ 


Zach  Olson 

Charlo  Elementary 
Charlo  -  Grade  5 


l 
{ 


Reylin  Nehl 

Three  Forks  High  School 
Three  Forks  -  Grade  12 

The  Witness 
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Kelli  Hug 

Helena  High  School 
Helena  -  Grade  9 


r  W  Tie  moon  was  so  full  and  so  bright  that  the  brilliance  from  the 

m    street  light  just  blended  in.  He  seemed  to  smile  at  me,  as  though 
_M-    he  could  hear  what  I  was  thinking.  He  looked  so  mischievous. 
That  crooked  smile  scared  me.  I  rolled  my  eyes  and  shook  my  head  a 
little,  then  headed  for  my  car. 

I  was  about  to  stick  my  key  into  the  door,  when  a  scream  rang  out  in 
the  midnight  air.  Even  the  buzzing  of  the  street  lights  stopped  to  listen. 
The  strange  shrill  made  the  hair  on  the  back  of  my  neck  stand  up  and  the 
skin  on  my  arms  crawl.  I  dropped  to  my  knees.  I  stopped  breathing.  I  let 
the  air  in  my  lungs  out  slowly  and  stood  like  a 

statue  and  listened.  I  heard_.   _ 

the  distant  thudding  of 
sneakers  on  the  black, 
baked  pavement.  I  heard 
another  thudding  that 
sounded  like  it  was  right 
behind  the  first.  I  bent  down 
quickly  to  pick  up  my  keys. 
I  grasped  them  so  they      ^  . 
wouldn't  make  a  sound.  I    v-    \:  v  -}>;-.  !'v 
realized  I  was  once  again 
holding  my  breath.  I 

carefully  found  my  key  and  \ 
slowly  stuck  it  into  the  door. 
I  was  about  to  open  the  door  v  v 

when  I  saw  the  pale,  white 

figure  of  a  woman  come  '  "  ;- 

running  into  the  parking  lot. 
The  look  on  her  face  was 
indescribable.  I  ducked 
behind  my  car.  I  hoped  she 
hadn't  seen  me.  The 
scraggly  man  was  not  far 
behind  her.  He  was 
mumbling  to  himself.  I 
couldn't  understand.  The 
girl  ran  and  hid  behind  two 
cars.  The  man  must  have 
seen  her  because  he  headed 
in  that  direction.  I  heard 
another  blood-curdling 

scream  and  the  man  came  walking  out  of  the  hiding  place,  dragging  the  frightened  girl  behind  him. 

As  they  disappeared  into  the  alley,  I  opened  my  door,  slammed  it  shut  and  locked  it  behind  me.  I  shoved 
the  key  into  the  ignition  and  started  it.  The  tires  screeched  as  I  got  out  of  that  dreadful  place.  Why  didn't  I  do 
something  about  it?  As  I  peered  in  my  rearview  mirror,  I  could  see  the  moon.  Still  smiling  that  strange, 
crooked  smile. 
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Amanda  Joan  Grazier 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 


Mysterious  Place 


This  place  in  the  sky  is  like  no  other, 
This  place  is  where  no  bird  can  fly, 

This  place  is  full  of  joy  and  sadness  and  sometimes  madness, 
This  place  is  as  pink  is  a  carnation  blooming  in  the  sun, 
This  place  is  my  imagination. 


Travis  Hansen 

West  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  4 

Sadness  is  a  leaf  that's  burnt, 

a  stone  that's  not  hard, 

an  iceberg  that's  not  cold, 

a  tree  with  no  branches  to  grow  leaves, 

a  seed  that  will  not  grow, 

a  moon  that's  not  bright, 

an  eye  that  cannot  see, 

a  mother  that's  passed  away, 

a  pumpkin  that's  not  orange, 

and  a  city  with  no  people. 


Travis  McKenzie 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  3 

Look 


I  see  a  fat  man  carrying  flowers  on  his  back 
With  a  white  shirt  and  red  pants. 


Brad  Gunn 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 

My  Best  Day 

My  best  day 

Me  and  Mom  were  the  only  ones  home 

My  brother  and  sister  were  looking  for  wood  with  Dad 

Mom  and  I  ate  popcorn  and  watched  home  movies 

Then  we  went  out  for  pizza 

And  played  video  games 

We  played  Monopoly,  and  I  let  her  win. 


Artists-in-Schools/Communities  Section 


J 


Clay  Schenk 

Harlowton  Jr.  High 
Harlowton  -  Grade 


it 


.J? 


Luke  Segna 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 


Alexa  Loeb 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  5 


An  Icy  Night 


The  Ant  Rock 


After  an  icy  rain, 
A  brittle  grass  grows, 
Like  an  icy  glass, 
As  shiny  as  gold. 

Hanging  off  the  icy  rocks  and  cliffs, 
It  tingles  like  the  bright  sea 
On  a  windy  night. 


The  Ant  rock  looks  like  a  cliff 
And  as  small  as  a  cricket's  shell. 
The  Ant  rock  sounds  like  shoes 
Skidding  on  the  sidewalk. 
The  Ant  rock  is  as  light  as  a 
Feather, 

And  as  rough  as  dry  dirt. 
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Tegan  Shermikas 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 

Why! 


Cody  Heiser 

Washington  School 
Baker  -  Grade  3 


I  saw  her,  I  really  did. 

0  the  sorrow  in  her  eyes  wanting 
to  pull  through. 

Would  she,  could  she? 

They  took  her  away  in  a  car  as 

big  as  a  room. 

1  wished  it  was  a  dream 
but  I  was  wrong. 

She  left  faster  than  the  wind. 
Where  did  she  go? 
She  never  came  back. 


Petra  Ahmann 

West  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  4 

My  Great  Grandma 
May  is  a  fragile 
doll  with  golden 
hair  wearing  a 
wool  dress  with  pink 
flowers  on  it 
She  is  a  sweet 
piece  of  pear  pie 
that  has  golden 
crust  with  whipped 
cream  on  it. 
She  is  a  mobile 
pair  of  pale  blue 
roller  skates  with 
gray  wheels  and 
yellow  birds  on  them. 
She's  a  fairy  tale 
about  swans  turning 


into  humans,  and 

dancing  on  the  lake 

She  is  a  cuddly  . 

brown  teddy  bear 

riding  with  me  in 

a  soft  brown  wagon 

that  surely  is  Grandma  May 


Katie  Hanson 

Morning  Star  School 
Bozeman  -  Grade  5 

Ina  Who 

Ina  whose  eyes  are  like  smooth 
gray  stones  washed  over  by  water 
ripples  of  time 

Who  loves  to  repay  my  family 
for  the  jobs  we  do  around  her  house 
Who  is  a  dog  lover  and  owns 
a  black  lab 

Her  house  smells  of  dry  rose 
petals  ready  any  second  to 
lose  their  scent 

Whose  voice  is  softly  accented 
with  German  sounds 
Her  skin  is  rough  sandstone 
shining  in  the  sun 
Whose  house  is  gray  blue 
with  green  yard  and  bright 
flowers  here  and  there 
Ina  who  is  kind 
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I 


Megan  Goodrum 

Thompson  Falls  School 
Thompson  Falls  -  Grade  5 

Mountains 


The  tree  tops  waving 
The  smell  of  flowers  and  pine  trees 
surrounding  you,  chatting  of  squirrels 
and  the  nibbling  of  beavers 
birds  fly  through  the  air 
pine  cones  dropping 
you  can  feel  bark  under  your  skin 
That  is  mountains. 


/ 


Stephen  Gyorick 

Hillcrest  Elementary 
Harlowton  -  Grade  5 


Brittany  Sharpe 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  5 


My  Spiritual  Life 

Inside  me  is 

A  polar  bear's  warmth  in  his  fur. 

The  icicles  falling  and  dripping  off  roofs. 

The  white  and  frosty  streets  of  Wisconsin. 

Inside  me  is 

The  flowers  moisting  in  the  morning 
The  grass  seeds  starting  to  sprout. 
The  spirit  of  berries  being  picked. 


Amanda  Keeler 

West  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  3 

I'm  the  wind  that's  whistling  on  a 
sweet  summer  day. 
I  am  the  clover  that  brings  good  luck. 
I  am  the  first  cold  winter  day. 
I  am  the  sweet  smiling  tulip  that 
you  will  never  forget. 
I  am  the  sweet  red  rose. 
I  am  the  dog  that  whimpers 
in  the  night. 

I  am  the  sparkling  fish  that 
gleams  in  the  pond. 
I  am  the  sun  that  makes  the 
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water  sparkle  on  a  hot  summer  day. 
I  am  a  young  puppy  that  plays  in  the  park. 
I  am  the  bird  that  sings  in  the  evening. 
I  am  the  kitten  that  wakes  you  at 
the  crack  of  dawn. 


Kirk  Bruski 

Lincoln  School 
Baker  -  Grade  2 


Willem  Ossorio 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  4 

Mr.  Spook 


I  hope  I  don't  have  a  dream  about  a  man  who  is  bald. 
Who  has  a  tattoo  of  tiger  skin  all  over  his  body. 
Who  smokes  and  has  an  earring. 

Someone  who  only  wears  pants,  no  shirt  but  leather  boots. 
Someone  who  has  red  eyes  and  spiked  shoulder  pads  and  gloves. 
Who  has  black  teeth  and  a  big  scabbed  hole  on  his  cheek, 
And  who  has  only  one  eye. 
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Billings  -  Grade  3 

Maddy  Fell 

Ophir  Elementary 
Gallatin  Gateway  -  Grade  6 

For  You  I  Would  Do 

For  you  I  would  do  nothing  at  all. 
You  leave  and  forget  me, 
You'd  let  me  just  die. 
You  go  off  and  have  fun, 
You  leave  me  to  rot, 

You  are  a  person  I  would  do  something  for  -  not! 
You  cheat  and  you  lie. 
But  you  are  my  brother, 
I  guess  that  is  why. 


Cydney  Mann 

West  Elementary 
Laurel  -  Grade  5 

Happiness 

A  mother's  soft 
and  elegant 
voice  calming 
and  soothing 
telling  you 
that  you 
are  going  to 
be  a  big  sister 
very  soon. 


Sidney  -  Grade  7 

Class  Poem 

Bryant  Elementary 
Helena  -  Grade  1 

Happy's  Story 

Happy  has  a  big  smiley  face. 

Happy  wears  pink  and  different  colored  clothes. 

Happy  walks  in  and  says,  "Hi.  Howdy,  Class.  I  feel  good!" 

Happy  has  an  in-between  voice, 

not  too  low,  not  high. 

Happy  lives  in  a  snug  little  house 

where  cats  are  happy  and  so  are  dogs  and  so  are  horses. 

Happy  lives  in  the  world. 

Happy  has  a  happy  mom  and  dad. 

Happy  lives  with  happy  people  who  play  with  each  other, 
who  walk  and  talk. 
Happy  has  a  yard. 
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Contributors 


Name  City 

Carina  Acosta  Ennis  

Petra  Ahmann  Laurel  

Austin  P.  Alexander  Nye  

Nicholas  Andrews  Billings  

Jesse  Arneson  Poison  

Melissa  Ashley  Sheridan  

Erika  Barnhart  Broadus  

Savanna  Barrett  Helena  

Siobhan  Barry  Gallatin  Gateway 

Chris  Batey  Colstrip  

Randy  Bear  Don't  Walk  Lodge  Grass 

Ellis  Simon  Beckwith  Missoula  

Mike  Beland  Livingston  .. 

Nadia  Ben- Youssef  Sidney  

Sarah  Bergantine  Bozeman  

Anissa  Billedeaux  Glendive  

Brandon  Billing  Cut  Bank  .... 

Heather  Bing  Gallatin  Gateway 

John  Birdinground  Lodge  Grass 

Sarah  Black  Helena  

Cody  Blair  Plenty  wood 

Brenda  Boswell  St.  Ignatius 

Jared  Bozeman  Bozeman .... 

Rachel  Brandt  Cut  Bank  ... 

Zachry  Breckenridge  Dutton  

Lindsie  Breznik  Missoula  .... 

Kelly  Brown  Baker  

Kirk  Bruski  Baker  

Bryant  Elementary  A.M.  Kindergarten  Helena  

Bryant  Elementary  1st  Grade  Helena  

Michelle  Buckman  Poison  

James  Burk  Great  Falls  . 

Alisha  Burke  Colstrip  

Sarah  Burland  Helena  

Kathleen  Burrall  Great  Falls  . 

Bobbi  Jo  Burrington  Kalispell  .... 

Gina  Byrnes  Helena  

Danielle  Cadieux  Missoula  .... 

Casey  Campbell  Lincoln  

Nathan  Chaput  Billings  

Ashlee  Cislo  Kalispell  .... 

Jayme  Costello  Great  Falls  . 

Emily  Cummings  Kalispell  .... 

Linsey  Daniels  Stevensville 

Amber  Davis  Stevensville 

Cory  A.  Davis  Poison  

Robin  Dean  Whitehall .... 

Terra  DeMott  Missoula ..... 

Abby  S.  Denson  Twin  Bridges 


Name  City  Page 

Caitlin  Dow  Helena  41 

Aaron  Downs  Whitehall  37,  42 

Nicole  Ducheneaux  Ashland  54 

Amelia  Eastman  Kalispell  71 

Erika  Epple  Bozeman  30 

Joe  Fabiano  Helena  35 

Nina  Falls  Down  Lodge  Grass  24 

Rachel  Fay  Helena  59 

Maddy  Fell  Gallatin  Gateway  98 

Tim  Fenner  Laurel  72 

Lynnette  Michelle  Fisher  Bozeman  28 

Callie  Freeman  Clinton  40 

Chance  Freeman  Clinton  66 

Brianne  Frost  Bozeman  46 

Kelsey  Gallagher  Grass  Range  34 

Sonia  Gates  Lewistown  89 

Wini  Gentholts  Gallatin  Gateway  82 

Levi  George  Helena  53 

Maureen  Gilham  Cut  Bank  24 

Nicole  Goeden  Dillon  32 

Robert  Goertzen  Thompson  Falls  86 

Shari  Goodrich  Turner  64 

Megan  Goodrum  Thompson  Falls  96 

Christa  A.  Gorman  Billings  30 

Jenny  Graham  Sheridan  3 

Amanda  Joan  Grazier  Thompson  Falls  92 

Shari  Griffith   Bozeman   1 

Brad  Gunn   Thompson  Falls  93 

Carly  Gurly  Corvallis  78 

Stephen  Gyorick  Harlowton  96 

Kirstin  Halbert  Miles  City  40 

Kevin  W.  Halverson  Choteau  48 

Travis  Hansen  Laurel  92 

Kailee  Hanson  Laurel  83 

Katie  Hanson  Bozeman  95 

Angela  Hawkaluk  St.  Ignatius   81 

Jessica  Hawkins  Missoula  33 

Lacey  Heinecke  Kalispell  61 

Cody  Heiser  Baker  94 

Andy  Hendrickson  Charlo  39 

Elyn  Heyn  Eureka  63 

Jenny  Hietala  Arlee  7 

Jon  Hobson  Livingston  85 

Geoffrey  Hogan  Kalispell   15 

Stephanie  Hogan  Kalispell  60 

Cody  Houtchens  Stevensville  18 

Molly  Hoyne  Helena  75 

Anna  Katherine  Hubbard  Helena  43 

Kelli  Hug  Helena  91 

Rebekah  Huskamp  Sidney  28 

Jordan  Jarmoski  Corvallis  51 

Kirsten  Jensen  Forsyth  55 

Rachael  Kauffold  Wolf  Point  73 
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Name  City  Page 

Amanda  Keeler  Laurel  97 

Keely  Kelleher  Gallatin  Gateway  81 

Westen  Knudsen  Simms  68 

Katelyn  Koch  Sidney   1 5 

Kate  Lacy  Hamilton  12 

Tim  Laskey  Great  Falls  47 

Schaun  Lingohr  Billings  44 

Andrew  Livingood  Three  Forks  84 

Alexa  Loeb  Gallatin  Gateway  93 

Lone  Rock  Elem  A.M.  Kindergarten  Stevensville  72 

Shelby  Lott  Twin  Bridges  88 

Randi  Lovec  Ekalaka  58 

Philip  Luedecke  Hamilton   10 

Jessie  Luther  Cut  Bank  2 

Bill  Lyman  Whitehall  27 

Madison  Lynn  Missoula  16 

Zach  MacDonald  St.  Ignatius  84 

Emilee  Ashley  Malvehy   Hamilton  9 

Sierra  Mandelko  Missoula  41 

Cydney  Mann  Laurel  99 

Corrina  Marry  Stevensville  26 

Jeremy  May  Boulder  87 

Brett  McChesney  Bozeman   10 

Ryan  McClarty   Kalispell  27 

Tim  McCutcheon  Hamilton   17 

Derek  Ray  McDowell  Broadus  7 

Travis  McKenzie  Thompson  Falls  92 

Nichole  McKinney  Eureka  83 

Kayla  McLeod  Charlo  95 

Holly  Meldahl  Butte  39 

Tara  Miller  Cut  Bank  53 

Emily  H.  Mitchell  Billings  29 

Josh  Morley  Hamilton  63 

Reylin  Nehl  Three  Forks  91 

Brittney  Nelson  Charlo  5 

Jennifer  Nettik  Billings  55 

Natalie  Neumann  Vida  3 

Carolyn  Nicholls  Lone  Rock  75 

Saige  Novich  Twin  Bridges  4 

Troy  Odegard  Helena  79 

Zach  Olson  Charlo  90 

Andrea  Olson  Stevensville  48 

Ophir  Elementary  3rd  &  4th  Grade  Gallatin  Gateway  89 

Alex  Orestad  Bozeman  66 

Elizabeth  Orvis  Bozeman  32 

Willem  Ossorio  Gallatin  Gateway  97 

Margaret  Owen  Bozeman  4 

Jay  Owenhouse  Bozeman  90 

Sandy  Pack  Sheridan  40 

Lisa  Palmer  Helena  74 

Nathan  Palmer  Helena  cover 

Coleman  Pape  Stevensville  26 

Kelsi  Peace  Whitefish  21 


Name  City 

Kacey  Peach  Billings  

Keelia  Peck  Sidney  

Tyler  Pedersen  Helena  

Kelly  Peele  Thompson  Falls 

Katy  Pellett  Missoula  ... 

Adam  Perez  Missoula  ... 

Jamie  Phalp  Helena  

Randi  Pratt  Scobey  

Christopher  Rands  Helena  

Kristine  M.  Rasmussen  Missoula ... 

Jacob  Reed  Libby  

Brandon  Richert  Fairfield  .... 

Christina  Riesselman  Bozeman... 

Erin  Robertson  Great  Falls 

Julie  Robertson  Kalispell  .., 

Jere  Roope  Helena  

LaDonna  Ross  Three  Forks 

Wayne  Rowan  Helena  

Jessi  Saksa  Great  Falls 

Kristina  Sanders  Thompson  Falls 

Troy  Satterthwait  Forsyth   

Jeff  Sattler  Cascade  

Ben  Sawyer  Bozeman  

Clay  Schenk  Harlowton  

Samantha  Schmidt  Helena  

David  Scoles  Broadus  

Luke  Segna  Thompson  Falls 

Brittany  Sharpe  Helena  

Tegan  Shermikas  Thompson  Falls 

Lynn  M.  Sillars  Bozeman... 

Jeni  Smith  Great  Falls 

Ben  Sorensen  Whitehall .. 

Nathan  Steier  Billings  

Dale  Stewart  Sheridan  ... 

Cassie  Stoneman  West  Glacier 

Andriana  Stube  Florence  

Shanley  Swanson  Seeley  Lake 

Carli  Taylor  Missoula  

Spencer  Thomas  Bigfork  

Thompson  Falls  2nd  Grade  Thompson  Falls 

Thompson  Falls  5th  Grade  Thompson  Falls 

Dustin  Thumf  Thompson  Falls 

Leigh  Tiffin  Missoula  

Carly  Toldness  Havre  

Tammy  Tonjum  Kalispell  

Missy  Trischman   Twin  Bridges 

William  Trombley  Great  Falls 

Teresa  Turville  Dutton  

Jake  Vetter  Billings  

Ashley  Vincent   Charlo  

Jordan  Webber  Billings  

Trey  Weeks  Kalispell  ... 

Bridget  Whearty  Helena  


Name  City 

Vernell  White  Woman  Ashland 

Jennifer  Whitman  Helena  

Olivia  B.  Williamson  Ashland  

Carrie  Wilson  Gallatin  Gateway 

Kellie  Wilson  Poison  

Logan  Winters  Great  Falls  

Andrea  Wogamon  Butte  

Hannah  Wong  Helena  

J.D.  Wood  Thompson  Falls 

Nicole  Zeller  Helena  

Kinsey  Zimet  Missoula  
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The  Concept 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY  seeks  to  nurture  a  community  of  young  Montana  artists  K-12  and 
provide  them  with  opportunities  to  both  strengthen  and  share  their  talents  in  art  and  writing.  The  magazine 
also  provides  a  tool  for  teachers  that  can  be  used  in  the  classroom,  emphasizing  the  importance  of  arts  in  the 
curriculum  and  lives  of  our  youth. 

The  Project 

SIGNATURES  FROM  BIG  SKY,  The  Montana  Student  Literary/Art  Magazine,  has  been  published 
since  1991  by  three  educator  groups  (AGATE,  MATELA,  and  MAEA).  In  1993,  the  Montana  Arts  Council 
added  writings  from  their  Artists-in-School/Communities  program.  It  is  published  annually  in  the  spring  and 
is  now  available  on  a  subscription  basis  to  districts  and  individuals  at  $5  a  copy,  20  for  $75  or  30  for  $90. 

The  Organization 

Montana  Association  of  Gifted  and  Talented  Education  (AGATE),  Montana  Association  of  Teachers 
of  English  and  Language  Arts  (MATELA),  Montana  Art  Education  Association  (MAEA),  and  The  Montana 
Arts  Council  (Artists-in-Schools/Communities)  join  in  this  effort  with  grants  having  come  from  the  Montana 
Committee  for  the  Humanities,  the  Montana  Arts  Council,  Montana  Power,  Art  Ortenberg  Foundation  (Liz 
Claiborne),  Montana  Magazine.  Great  Falls  Reading  Council,  and  Art  Craft  Printers  of  Billings.  Volunteer 
educators,  students,  and  professionals  in  seven  areas  of  the  state  meet  to  evaluate  and  select  the  submissions. 

Submission  of  Work 

We  wish  to  encourage  children  to  strive  for  a  product  that  is  good  enough  for  publication,  which  takes 
effort,  discipline  and  care.  We  encourage  teachers  to  work  with  their  students  in  this  effort.  A  declaration  of 
originality  must  be  signed  by  the  student  writer/artist.  Written  work  should  be  typed;  short  stories  limited  to  3 
typed  pages.  Artwork  must  be  black  and  white,  clean  copy,  8  1/2x11.  Reduction  should  be  made  before 
sending  to  the  committee.  Copies  are  acceptable.  All  materials  (EACH  PAGE)  must  be  labeled  with  the 
artist/author/s  name,  school,  school  street  address,  town  and  zip,  teacher's  full  name,  and  the  artist/ 
author's  grade  level.  If  you  wish  material  returned,  include  a  SASE.  The  committees  will  try  to  write  a 
note  of  encouragement/suggestion  on  those  who  wish  returns. 


Submit  work  to  the  person  nearest  your  area  before  Feb.  1, 1998 


AREA: 

Billings: 

(Lit)  Pat  Torney 

(Art)  Kate  Morris 

Bozeman: 

(Lit)  Jean  Britzmann 

(Art)  Sally  Schendel 

Glasgow: 

(Lit)  Sam  Kitzenberg 

(Art)  Gisela  Schneider 

Great  Falls: 

(Lit)  Curtis  Bobbitt 

(Art)  Terry  Thall 

Helena: 

(Lit)  Colleen  Hansen 

(Art)  Gail  Graham 

Missoula: 

(Lit)  Lorilee  Evans 

(Art)  Lavonne  Burgard 

Poison: 

(Lit)  Sarah  Reeve 

(Art)  Jim  Nesladek 

980  Blonco  Circle 

I I  5  Ave.  B 

Bozeman  HS  205  N  11  Ave. 
Twin  Bridges  Elem  Dr  AC 
Glasgow  H.S.  Box  28 
Box  246 

U  of  GF  1301  20th  St  S 
G.F.  Schools  PO  Box  2429 
241  Anderson  Blvd. 
7  David  Court 

Big  Sky  HS  31 00  South  Ave  W 
669  First  Ave  East  North 
2563  Allison  Rd. 

III  4th  Ave.  E 


Billings,  MT  59105 
Billings,  MT  59101 
Bozeman,  MT  5971  5 
Twin  Bridges,  MT  59754 
Glasgow,  MT  59230 
Colstrip,  MT  59323 
Great  Falls,  MT  59405 
Great  Falls,  MT  59403 
Helena,  MT  59601 
Helena,  MT  59601 
Missoula,  MT  59804 
Kalispell,  MT  59901 
St.  Ignatius,  MT  59865 
Poison,  MT  59860 


Other  Questions:  Jan  Hahn  •  MT  OPI  Box  202501  •  Helena,  MT  59620  •  444-3714 
Shirley  M.  Olson  •  928  4th  Ave  •  Laurel,  MT  59044  •  628-7063 
Fran  Morrow  •  MT  Arts  Council  •  31  6  N  Park,  252  •  Helena,  MT  59620  •  444-6430 


